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The TrapeJj of Othello the aPyfoore 

of Venice. 



Enter /*ga zn&Roderigo. 

Rtd. Vfli; Ncuer tell me , I take it much vnkiodly 

^That thoa who haft had my purfe t 
2 &UbiN As iftheftrings were thine , fiiould’ft know of this, 
Var. But you’le not heare me. 

If eucr I did dreame of fuch a matter , abhorre me. 

Rod. Thou toldft me.thou didft hold him in thy hate. 

Jar. Dcfpire me if I doe not : three great ones of the Citcy 
In perfonall fuite to make me his Lieutenant, 

Oft capt to him, and by the faith of man, 

I know my price, I am worth no worfe a place* 

But he, as louing his owne pride andpurpofes, 

Euades them, with a bumbatl circumftance. 

Horribly ftuft with Epithites of warre s 
Non-fuits my Mediators : for certes, ( fayes he ) 

I haue already chofe my Officer, and what was he ? 

Forfooth.a great Arithmetitian , 

One Michael Cap 10,2. Florentine, 

A fellow almoft dambd in a fairc wife. 

That neuer fet a (quadron in the field. 

Nor thediuifion of a Battell knowes. 

More then a Spinfter,vnlcffe the bookifii Theorique, 

Wher in the tongued Confuls can propofe 
Asmafterly as he : meere prattle without pra&ife, 

Is all his Souldier-lhip : but he fir had the ele&ion. 

And I, of whom his eyes bad feenc the proofc. 

At Rhodes , at Cipret , and on other grounds, 

Chriftn'd and Heathen, muft be be-lecd and calm’d, 

By Debitor and Creditor, this Counter-Caller a 
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He (in good time) muft his Lciutenaat be. 

And I Sir (bleffe the marks) his MoorcfNps Ancient. 

Red. By heauen I rather would haue bin his hangman* 
lag. But ther's no remedy, 

Tisthecurfeofferuice, r - -- v , : 

Preferment goes by letter and affedion. 

Not by theolde gradation, where each fecond 
Stood heire to the firft : 

Now fir be iudge your felfc, , , 

Whether I, in any iuft tearme am affin’d 
to lone the Moors?' , * ' " ; : '■ 

Rod. I would not follow him theti) : ^ 

lag. O fir, content you, ' i i\y mji r ; 

I follow him to feme my rurne vpon himy / V 5 • 

We cannot all be .matters, nor all matters 
Cannot be miely followed, you fhkll marke : 

Many a dutiousa id knee-crooking kiiaue, u^rTT 1 

That (doting on hisowne obfequious bondage ) 

Weares out his time much like his mafters Afle, . > - 

For nought bat pronender. and when bee’s old cafliirrd;' •' : 

W hip mee inch honeft'imauis h 
Others there are, 

Who trim’d m formas pud vi(T?gcs cf duty, s a d'; w JtuJD. ; ri H 
Keepe yet their hcari's, acten dng 'ohthqrinduet, ; 

And throwing butdhewes of ferincecn tlveir Lprcls- t ■ - - "5 • ; ! 

Doe well thrice by ’em, ' . : - 

And when they haue lin’d ch:ir costes, 

Doe th.’mfelues homage, = ‘ 

Thofe fclkwes haue foorre (bale,* ; ' ! 

And fuch a one doe I profdfejiwft;fe i ----for fih 
It is as furc as you are RocUr'igo, 

Were I the Moore, 1 would not be lago? l - 
In following him, J follow biitmy fei'fei 
Heauen is my iudge, not I, 

For loue and duty, but feeraing fo, for my peculiar end t* • 

For when my outward adton doth dempnltrate 
The natiue aft ,_and figure of my heart, : ' 

Jo complement exterrte; tis not long after. 
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Butlwillwearemy heart vpon my fleeue,. 

For Daww to peek^g^, ya; juodc snusd o: : .rs tn fr 

I am not what i am. y#. ; $r uI~r d ft .... . o 

Rod. W hat a full f^ickUps owe, - 4 

Ifhe can carry’t thu$,w f ,,£ ; r ^ aU f hi - >1 

Jag. Call vp her father, .... 

Rowle him, make after him, poyfon fuS delight, '/ 

Proc’aime him in the ftreer, incenfeherKinfmen, 

And tho he in a fertile climate dwell, 

Plague him with flyes : .tho that.hjs joy be ioy. 

Yet throw fuch changes of vexation out. 

As it may loofc fome colour. 

Rod. Hereis fier fathers houfe, lie call aloud. 
fag. Doe with like timerous accent, and dire yell. 

As when by night and negligence, th^ fire 
Is fpied in populous Cities. 

Rod. What ho, Brabantio, Seignior Erakantiojib^ 
lag. Awake, what ho, Brabar.tio, 

Thceues, thceues, theeu; s : 

liookefoyour houfo^yjauE Daug'pf er, and your bags, ] >i ; i ‘ - ; \’ 

TheeucSjtheeues. . A ‘ ■ 

n 

’ -Erabantio.?* a Veindafr. 

"Bra. What is.theteafoaof this terrible fummonS? !..’ v 

What is the matter there ? " ■ : , * ' : -T 

Rod. Signior. is all your family within ? 

Jag. Areyourdooreslockc? i . * ; • 

Bra. Why wherefore. aske you this ? \ ' 11 L ' • 

H Siryouarerobdj foofhatneputony'our'gownej • ^ 

Your heart is bur ft you haue loft halfc your foutej 

Euen now, very now, an old biackt Ram , 

Is tupping your white Ewe ; arife,arife, _> ' ' a. 

Awake the fnorting Citizens with the bell, 

OteifetheDiuell wiilmake aGrahdfire ofyo^arife I fay, ' 

Era. What, haue you loft your wits ? 

Rod, Moft reuerend Seignior, doe you know my voice? 

Bra. Not I, what are you ? " ’ ■ '■ 1 : • 

Mynameis Rodmgo. 
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4. The Tragedy of Othello 

2 Ira. The worfe welcome, 

I haue charg’d thee not co haunt about my dores, 

In honed plainencfle, thou had heard me fay 
My daughter is not for thee, and now in raadnes. 

Being full of Cupper and didempering draughts, 

Vpon malicious brauery,doft thou corac 
To dart my quiet? 

Rod. Sir, fir, fir. 

' Bra . But thou mud needs be Cure 
My fpirit and my place haue in them power. 

To make this bitter to thee. 

Rod . Patience good fir 

Bra. VWiat. tell fl thou meof robbing ? this is Venice, 

My hoafe isnota graunge. 

Rod. Mod graue Brabantio, 

Infimpleandpurefoulel cometoyou. _ 

lag. Sir, you are one of thofe, that will not feme God, if the 
Deuill bid you. Becaufe we come to doe youferuice,youthinke 
wee are Ruffians, youle haue your daughter couered with a Barbary 
horfe ; youle haue your Nephewes neigh to you;youle haue Courfcrs 
for Coufens , and Gennets for Germans. 

'Bra. What prophane wretch art thou ? 

lag. Iam one fir, that come to tell you, your daughter, and the 
Moore , are now making the Bead with two backs. 

5 Bra. Thou art a villaine . 

lag. Y ou are a Senator. 

Bra. This thou lhalt anfwere, I know thee Rodongo . 

Rod. Sir,I will anfwere any thing r But I befcech you, 
if t be your pleafure, and mod wife confent., 

(As partly I find it is) that your faire daughter 
At this od euen, and dull watch oth’ night, 

Tranfported with no worfe nor better guard 
But with a knauc of common hire, a Gundelier t 
To the groffe clafpcs of a lafeiuious Moore s 
If this be knowne to you and your allowance. 

Wee then haue done you bold and fawey wrongs ? 

But if you know not this, my manners tell me, 

, Wee haue your wrong rebuke : Do not beleeue 
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the Moore of Venice. 

Tha' your Reference. 

I fav a«aine) hathmade a groffe reuolt, 

TvLlier duty , bcautie, wic and fortunes, 

7n an 8 extrauagant and wheeling Stranger, 

Of here, and euery where : Straight fatisfie your feife;, 

]f flit be in her chamber, or your houfe, 

Let loofe on me the IuAice of the date. 

For thus deluding you. 

Bra. Strike on the tinder. Ho : 

Giue me a taper, call vp all my people . 

This accident is not vnlike ray dreame, 

Beleefe of it oppreffes me already .• * - . * 

Light I fay, light. 

lav. Farewell, for I mud leaue you. 

It feemes not meet, nor wholefome to my place, 

To be produc’d (as if I day I (ball,) 

Againd the Moore, for I doe know the date, 

(How euer this may gaule him with feme checke) 

Cannot withfafety cad him, for bee’s imbark’d, 

With fuch loud reafon, to the Cipres warres, 

(Which euen now dands in a&) that for their foulcs. 
Another of his fatfoome, they haue none 
To lead their bufinefle, in which regard, 

Tho I doe hate him, as I doe hells paines, 

Yet for neceflity of prefent life, 

I mud fliew out a flag, and figne of loue. 

Which is indeed but figne, that you (hall furely find bun 
Lead to the Sagitcary the raifed fcarch. 

And there will Fbe With him. So farewell. 

Exit. 

Enter Brabantio tn his nightgown, and fer Hants > 



Bra. It is too true an euill, gone (heis« 1 
And what’s to come of my defpifed tirrfe. 

Is nought but bitterneffe now Rederigo } 
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W hercdidft thou fee h?r ? O vnhappy girle ! .!t. i - 

W 11 h tnc Moore fiuftchpu? who wouldbe a.fachcr ? 

How cSid: i thou know rwas flic ft ( O the decciues me 
P3it thought,) what (aid (he ro you? gee more capers, ■ 
IOde all aiy kindred, are they married thinke you ? 

Rod. Trudy I thinke they arc. , 

Bra. O heauen,How got flic out ? O treafon of the blood; 
Fathers from hence, trull nor your daughters mindes, 

By what youfee them aft ; is there not charmes. 

By which the property of youth and manhood 
May be abus’d ? havre you not read Roderigo, 

Offbme fuch thing. : -t ?B 
Rod. Y es fir, I haue indeed acvik ytn aiiiJflyaon ti maix* 
< Bra. Call vp my Brother s O would you had had her. 
Some one way , Tome another ; doe you kno v 
Where we may apprehend her, and the Moore ? 

Rod. I thinke I can difeouer him, if you pleafe 
To get good guard, and goe along with mee. 3 .' 

Bra. Pray you lead on, at euery l;©ufe 1 le call, 

I may command at moft r gee weapons ho. 

And raife fome fpcciall Officers of might : 

On good Roderigo, lie deferue your pay ne?« Exeunt. 

: lino. iisih Toltrsdf • 5ia id si.* •.*«, j 
Eater Othello, Iago, and a 1 , tendants h T orthes. 

lag. Tho in the trade of warre, i haue jflaine men, 

Y et doe i hold it very ft oft e o'th confcience. 

To doe no central’ d murthcr; I lacV.ciftiquity 
Sometimes to doc me feru ice r. ten tinags, 

Ihadthoughttohaute/crk^hiiithfis^i-. \ b • /. 

Vnderlhe ribbes. 

Oth, ^better as it is, . • % 

litg. ;^y,t»itthe prated. 

And fpqXe.Ch.gh fear uy and prQpohttrg.te^rfncs } t .,x w . : 

Agaiiift ydfir Honor, that with tfc;&tt1( goduocflb I haue, 
i did fijilhardi’oibeare !um : bud pray fir, 

Arc youfidff rh' rried ? For be iufeotciiis, 

That the M/.g*>Hctvis much bdh^jed, 
AndJiathin:hise^ft,avoyiiepQt'etasialji n >>"<11 ,«id r 
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As double as the Dukes, he will diuorcc you. 

Dr put vpon you what reftraint, and greeuance. 

The law (with all his might, to inferce it on,) 

Week giue him cable. 

Oth. Let hicn doc his fpite. 

My feruiccs which I haue done the Seigniorie, 

Shall out- tongue his complaints.cis yet to know”, ) A 
Which when 1 know that boafting is an honour, - 

I fhall promulgate, I fetch my life and being. 

From menofroyall height, and my demerrits. 

May fpeake vnbonne ted as proud a fortune 
As this that I haue reach'd ; for know lingo. 

But that I loue the gentle Defdemonsy 
I would not, my vnhoufed free condition. 

Put into cicuumfcription and confine 

For the feas worth. Enter CafliO Vtith lights, Officers, 

But looke what lights come yonder? and torches . 

lag. Thefc are the raifed Father and his friends, 

You weiebeftgoin. 

Oth. Not I, f muft be found. 

My parts, my Title, and my perfeft foule. 

Shall manifeft my right by : is it they ? 
lag. By latim £ thinke no. 

Oth. The feruants of the Duke, and my Leiatenant? 

The goodneffe of the night vpon you (friends,) 

What is the newes ? 

Caf, The Duke does greet you (Generali,) 

And he requires your haft, poll-haft appearance, 
Eucnonthcinftant. 



--/• uum i-tpres, as i may diume, 

•Jt is a bufineffe offome hcate, the Galley cs 
Haue fent a dozen fcqucnt meffengers 
This very night one at anothers heeles : 

And many of the Confuls rais’d, and met, 

Wh!nL he - Dukes alrea<? y i y° u Me bin hotly cald for. 
When being not atyour lodging to be found, 

e Senate knt aboue three feuerall quefts 

B 
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T he 'Tragedy of Oclielio 

Tofearchyouout. rL 

Oth Tis well I atn found by you, . 

I will but <p nd a word here in the houfe, and goe withy u. 

CaC. Auncient, what makeshe here? 

jJ Faith he to night, hath boorded a land Camad, 

If it prooue lawfall prize, hee’s made for euer. 
fif i doe not vnderftand. 

Ja Hec’s married. 

Caf. To whom. 

Enter Brabantio.Roderigo, and others with light 
andvittepws, 

14. Marry to— Come Captains, will you got ? 

Oth. Ha’withyou. oa. , c 

Caf. Here comes another troupe to feeke for you. 

U . It is BrabatitiOt GsKnW be aduifde. 

He come? to bad intent. 

Oth. Ho la, ftand the^. • ; “ 

Rod. Seignior, it is the Moore. 

Bra. Downe with him thiefe. " uo'ivJ : 

J You Roierigo. &W WiUrbft ito, 

Oth. Keepr vpyourbrlghtdwprasaqi cp ^ . , * .... 

Good Seignior you dull more command mth , 

Then with your weapons. r . rky daughter? 

'Bra. O thou Joule theefe, where; 1? .ft t,o. ffq ,v.a my cai b 

Dambd as thou art, thou haft wchaoted her,- , . ... . , , , rJi n W 

For lie referre me to all t sings ot fenle\ 

(If (he in chaines of magick w.er^jjpt bound). _ 

Whether a maidelo tender, faire. and nappy, 

Sooppofite to marriage , that (he flwqd ; 

The wealthy curled dirUngs of our Nation, 

Would euer haue (to incyrre a general tnocke; 

Kunne from her gardage to the feoty bofome . 

Of fuch a thing as thou ? to Rare, not to delight . 

Iudge me the world, if t’is no" gr-ofte in Role, 

That thou haft pra 8 ifd on her with foulc charmes, , 

Abufd her delicate youth with drugs or mineraiSj 
That weakens snotiou rile haue_tdiiputed on ; 






the <3\Aoore of Venice. 

As double as the Dukes, he will diuorce you. 

Or put vpon you what reftraint, and greeuance. 

The law (with all his might, to inforceit on,) 

Weele gine him cable. 

Oth. Let him doc hisfpice, 

My feruices which I haue done the Seigniorie, 

Shall out-tongue his complaints, tis yet to know. 

Which when I know that boaftingis an honour, 

I (hall promulgate, I fetch my life and being. 

From menofroyall height, and my demerrits. 

May fpeake vnbonneced as proud a fortune 
As this that I haue reach’d ; for know I ago. 

But that I loue the gentle Defdtmon * , 

I would not, my vohoufed free condition. 

Put into cicuumfcription and confine 

For the feas worth. Enter Caflio Veitb lights. Officers, 

But looke wbat lights come yonder? and torches . 

lag. Thefe are the raifed Father and his friends. 

You were beft go in. 

Oth. Not I, l mull be found. 

My parts, my Title, andmy perfed foule, 

Shall manifeft my right by j is it they ? 

lag. By Iantu I thinke no. 

Oth. The feruants of the Duke, and my Leiatenant? 

The goodneffe of the night vpon you (friends,) 

What is the newes? 

C af. The Duke does greet you (Generali,) 

And he requires your haft, poft-halt appearance, 

Euen on theinftant. 

Oth. W hat’s the matter thinke you ? 

Caf. Something from Cipres, as I may d iuine. 

It is a bufineffe of fome heate, the Galley es 
Haue fent a dozen fequent meffengers 
This very night one at anothers heeles : 

And many of the Confuls rais’d, and met, 

at t , llc . Dukcs a3rea <ty J you haae bin hotly cald For 
Wnenbe*- - • j • * 



When being not at your lodging to be found, 
. he Senate fent aboue three feuerall quefts 
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fo fear ch you oat. 

1 ° t Oth. Tis well I am found by. you,. 

wil: but fp. nd a word here in the houfe. and goe with you. 
Caf. ^ uncK nt , wha- makes he Here ? 

74 Faith he to night, hath boorded a land Carriad, 
f ir prooue lawful! priz : hee’s made for euer. 
ffaf 1 doe nor vnderftand. . 
la Hecs married, % 

Caf. To whom. 1 -• 
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Enter Brabantio, Roderigo, and others with lights 

and Weapons. 

la. Marry to — Come Captains, will you goe ? 

Oth. Ha’wichyou. 

Caf. Here comes another troupe to feeke for yon, 

la .. Tc is Brabiintio i Generali be aduifde, 

H? comes, tobad intent. 

Oth. Ho’da, Hand there. 

Rod. Seignior, it is the Moore. 

Bra. Downe with him thiefe. 
lag.. You Roderigo, come fir, I am for you. 

Oth. Keep? vp your brightfwords, for the dew will ruft etn,. 
Good Seignior you {ball more command withy cares 
Then with your weapons. 

•Bra. O thou fouls theefc, where haft thou ftc wedmy daughter » 
Dambd as theu art, thou haft inchantedher. 

For lie referre me to all things of fenfs, 

(If flic in chuines of magick were not. bound) 

Whether amaide fo tender, faire, and happy. 

So oppollte to marriage, that (he (hund 
The wealthy curled darling? of our Nation, 

Would euer haue (to incurre a general mocke) 

Ranne from her girdage to the footy bofome 
Of fuch a thing as thou ? to fearc, not to delight : 

Iudgc me the world, if t’is nor groffe in fen.fe. 

That thou haft pra<£tifd on her with foulc charmes, 

Abafd her delicate youth with drugs or minerals? . : y 

That 'weakens motion s Ile.hguc’t difputed on s 

Tis 
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Tis portable and palpable to thinking s 
j therefore apprehend and doe attach thee, 

Tor an abater of the world, apratfifer 
Of Arts inhibited, and out of warrant ; 

Lay hold vpon him, if he doe refift. 

Subdue him at his perill. 

Oth. Hold your hands. 

Both you of my inclining, and the reft : 

Were it my cue to fight, l IhOuld haue known it. 
Without a prompter, where will-you that I goe. 

To anfwere this your charge f 
Bra. Toprifon.tillfictime 
Of Law, and courfc of direft Seftlon 
Call thee to anfwer, . 

Oth. What if I doe obey. 

How may the Duke be therewith fat is fled, 

Whofe Meflengers are heere about my fide, 

Vpon feme prelent bufineffe of the State, 

To beare me to him. 

Officer. Tistrue mbft worthy Seignior, 

Thebukc’s in Councell, and your noble fclfe, 

I am fure is fent for. 

•Bra. How ? the Duke in Oouncell ? 

In this time of the night f bring him away ; 

Mine’s not an idle caufc: the Duke himfelfe, 

Or any of my Brothers bf'the Stare, 

Cannot but fcelc this wrong, as twere their owne. 

For if fuch aQions, may haue paffage free, 
Bondfiaucs,and Pagans fhal our Statefmen be. Exeunt 

. ^ ; £ fe . > j *i/-> -j-j' f *? 

Enter Duke and Senators, fit at a T able, with lights 
and Attendants. 

Duke. There is no compofitioa in thefe newes. 

That giues them credit. 

i Sena. Indeed they are difproportioned. 

My letters fay, a hundred andfeuen Gallies, 

Du. and mine an hundred and forty, 
a Sen. And mine two hundred.* 

Ba 
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But though they iumpe not on aiuft account, 

(As inthefe cafes, where they ayrae reports, 

Tis oft with difference , ) yet doe they all confirmc 
A Turktfh fl et, and bearing vp to Cypres. 

Du Nay , it is poflible enough to iudgemcnt : 

I doe not fo fecurc me to the error. 

But the mayne Article I doe approue 
In ft arefull fenfe Enter 4 t^feffenger: 

One Within,. What ho, what ho, ^hat hp ? 

Officer. A meffengcr from the Galleys, 

Du. Now, the bufineffe ? 

Sutler. The Turkijh preparation makes for Rohdes , 

So was I bid report here to the State, by Signior Angelo, 
Du. How fay you by this change ? 

Sews. This cannot be by no affay of reafon — 

Tis a Pageant, 

To keepe y s infalfegaze t when we coofider 
The importancy of Cyprus to the T urke : 

And let our felues againe, but vnderftand. 

That as it more concernes the Turkf then Rhodts, 

So may he with more facile queftion beare it. 

For that it (lands not infuch warlike brace. 

Who altogether lacks th’ abilities 

That Rhodes is dred in : if we make thought of this. 

We muft not thinke the Turk&is fo vnskilfull. 

To leaue that lateft which oncernes him firft-i 
Negleding an attempt of eafcandgaine. 

To wake and wage a danger proficldfe. 

Du. Nay, in-all confidence hee’sjiotfor Rhodes . 
Officer. Here is more newes. S nter a a .Meffenger. 

Me/. Tb eOttomites* reuerend andgratious. 

Steering with due courfe,towardthe Ifle ot Rhodes > 
Haue there inioyntedthem with an after fleete, 

I Sena. I, fo I thought, how many, as you gueffe. 
tJWefl Of 30. faile, and now they doe refterne 
Their backward courfc, bearing with franke appearance 
Their purpofes towarcs Cyprus : Seigoior xAdontmo, 
Your trufty and moll valiant feruitor. 



the Moore of Venice. 

With his freeduty recommends you thus, 

An 4 nraves you to bclccue hint. 

Vu Tis certaine then for Cyprus, 

'Marcus Luccicos is not he in towne ? 
w na Hcc *s now mElortnct. 

Du- W rite ftom vs to him pod, poll had difpatch. 



Enter Brabantio, Othello, Roderigo, Iago, Caflio, 
Defdcmona, and Officers* 

1 Sena. Here comes Brahantio and the valiant Moore, 
j) M . Valiant Othello, we mud draitc imploy you, 
Againd the generall enemy O ttoman ; 

I did not fee you, welcome gentle Seignior, 

We lackt your counfell, and your helpe to night# 

'Bra. So did l yours, good your Grace pardon me 
Neither my place, nor ought I heard of bufineffe 
Hath rais’d me from any bed.not doth th« generall care 
Take hold of roe, for my particular griefe. 

Is of Co floodgate and orcbearing nature, 

That it cngluts and (wallows other forrowes. 

And it is dill it felfe. 

Du. Why, wbats the matter ? 

Bra. My daughter, O my daughter. 
jiR. Dead? 

Bra. I to me : 

She is abus’d, dolne from me and corrupted. 

By fpcls and medicines, bought of Mountebanckcs, 

For nature fo prepoderoufly toerre, 

(Being not deficient, blind or lame of fenfe,) 

Sans witchcraft could not. 

Du. Who ere he be, that in this foule proceeding 
Hath thus beguild your daughter of her felfe. 

And you of her, the bloody booke of Law, 

Y ou (hall your felfe, read an the bitter letter. 

After itsowne fenfe, yeatho our proper fonne 
Stood in your a&ion. 

Bra, Humbly I thankc your Grace 5 

**■ 
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Here is the 'nan, this Moore, when nowitfeemes 
Your fpeciall mandate, for theState affaires 
Hath hither brought. 

jilL We arc very forry for’e. 

Du. What in your owne part can you fay to this ? 
2? 'Vi. Nothing, but this is fo. 

Oth. Mod potent, graue, and reuerend Seigniors, 
My very noble and approou’d good Matters : * 

That I hairs tane away this old mans daughter, sba 
It is mod true : true, 1 haue married her. 
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The very head and front of my offending, 

Hath this extent, no more. Rude I am in my fpeacb* 
And little bled with the fee phrafe of peace. 

For fioce thefe armes of mine had feuen y eares pith. 

Till now fome nine Moones waded, they h toe vs’d 
Their deared a ft ion in the rented field j 
And little of this great world can I fpeake, 

M jre then pertaincs to fcates of broyles,and battaile. 
Ami therefore little fhall I gvac*-- my caufe, - , 

In (peaking for my felfe ; yet by your grgtious patience, 
I would a round vnrauifh’d tale dcliuer, 

Of my whole courfe of loue, what drugs, what charmes. 
What coniuration, and what mighty Mag’cke, 

(For fuch proceedings am I charg’d withall :) 

I wonne his Daughter. 

Bra. A maiden neuer bold. 

Of fpirit fo dill and quiet, that her motion 
B'ufht at her felfe i and {he in fpight of natuie. 

Of year cs, of Countrcy, credit, euery$hiflg. 

To fall in loue wirh wha£ flic fear’d tolqokc on- 
It is a in Igement maimd, and mod impcrfyft. 

That will concede, perfeftioivfo would ene. 

Againd all rules of Nature, and mud bedriuen 
To findout praftifes of cu.-ningh II, 

Why this {hould be, 1 therefore vouch againe. 

That with fome mixtures p owerfull ore the blood, 

Or with fome dr »m comur d to this effeft, 

He wrought vpon her . 
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the Moore of V enfee.- 

Du- To vouch this is noproofe. 

Without more certaine and more ouert ted, 

Thefe are thin habits, and poore likelihoods. 

Of mode roe feemings, you preferre agamft hun. 
i Sena. But Othello (peak?, 

•n.d vou by indireft and forced coutfe*. . 

Sub hie ami poifon this young maides affeftions ? 

Or came it by requed, and fuch faire quedion. 

As foule to foule affcfrdeth ? 

Otb. Idoe befeechyou. 

Send for the Lady to the Sagittary, 

And let her fpeake of me before her Fattier ; 

If vou doe finde me fottle in her report, 

The trud, the Office, I doe hold ofyou, 

Not onely takeaway, but let your fentencc 

EU S« fall FSch Dfiwona hither. Exeunt m or thefi 

Otb. Ancient conduft them, you bed know the place j 
And till (he come, as trucly as to heauen 
I doe confeffe the vices of my bloud. 

So iudlyto your graue eareslle prefent. 

How I did thriue in this faire Ladyes loue. 
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And fhem mine. 

Du. Say it Ot bells. 

Oth. Her father loued cac, oft inn iced me. 

Still quedioned me the dory of my life. 

From yeare to yeare,the battailes,{eiges, fortunes • 

That I haue pad : 

I ran it- through, euen from my boytlh dayes, 

Toth’ very moment that he bade me tell it s 
Wherein I (pake of mod difadrous chances, 

Ofmoouing accidents, by flood and field ; 

Ofhaire-breadth fcapes ith imminent deadly breach; 

Of being taken by the iofolent foe. 

And fold to ftaucry ; of my redemption thence. 

And portance in my trauetls hidorie j 
Wherein of Antars vad, and Delarts idle. 

Rough quaries, rockes and hils, whofe heads touch heauen^ 
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1 c was my hint to fpeake, fuch was my precede t 
And of the Cannibals, that each other eate ; 

The tAnthropopbagie, and men whufe heads 
Doe grow beneath their (boulders : thefe to hearc. 
Would Defdemona ferioufly incline ; 

But ftill the houfe afftires would draw her thence,' 
Which euer as (lie could with haft difpatch, 

Shee’d come againc, and with a greedy eare 
Deuoure up my difcourfe ; which I obferuing, 

Tooke onee a plyant houre, and foand good meanes 
To draw from her a prayer of earneft heart, 

That I would all my pilgrimage dilate. 

Whereof by parcells (he had fomething heard, 

But not intentiuely, I did confent, 

And often did beguile her of her teares. 

When Ididfpeakeoffomediftresfull ftroakc 
That my youth fuffered : my ftory being done j 
She gaue me for my paines a world of figbes ; 

She (Wore Ifaithtwas ftrange, twas pafsing ftrange j 
Twas pittifull, twas wonderous pittifull ; 

She wiftit (be had not heard it, yet (be wiibt 

Tbac heauen had made her fuch a man : (be thanked tne, 

And bad me if 1 had a Friend that loutd her, 

I (boiil J but teach him how to tell my ftory. 

And that would woe her. Vpon this htate 1 fpake : 

She lou’d me for the dangers I had paft. 

And I lou’d her that (he did pitty them . 

Thisondy is the wirchcraftl haue vs’d: 

Here comes the Lady, 

Letherwicndleit. 

Enter Defdemona, Iago, and the reft. 

Du. I thinke this tale would win my daughterto j — 
Good “Brabant io.xakt vp this mangled matter at thebeft. 
Men doe their broken weapons rather vfe, 

Then their bare hands* 

Bra. I pray y.ou hearc her fpeake, 

Ifibe confeffe that Ibc was haltc the wooer, 
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n^ftruftion light on me, ifmy bad blame 
S on the man. Come hithergcntlc miftreflfe* 

Doe you perceiue in all this noble company , 

Where moft you owe obedience? 

Dtf. My noble father , 

T doe perceiue here a dcuidcd duty . ^ 

To vou I am bound for life and education $ 

Mv life and education both doe learne me 
How to refpea you, you are the Lordof duty, 

I am hitherto your daughter ,Bot heere’s my husband s 
much duty u mo.hcr (hewed 
To you, preferring you before her father* 

So much I challenge, that I may profefle, 

Due to the Moore my Lord* 

“Bra, Godbu’y, I ha done : 

Pleafe it your Grace,on to the State affaires , 

I had rather to adopt a child then get it } 

Come hither Moore : 

I here doe giue thee that, withall my heart, 

Which but thou haft already, with all my heart 
I would keepe from thee s for your fake (Iewcll,) 

I am glad at foule, I haue no other childc. 

For thy cfcape would teach me tyranny. 

To hang clogs on cm, I haue done my Lord, 

*Dh. Let me fpeakc like your fclfe,and lay a fentence 
Which as a greefe or ftep may helpe thefe louers 
Into your fauour* 

When remedies are paft,the griefes arc ended. 

By feeing the worO,which late on hopes depended, 

To mourne a mifeheife that is paft and gone. 

Is the next way to draw more mifehiefe on : 

What cannot be preferu d when fortune takes. 

Patience her iniury a mockery makes. 

The rob’d that (miles, fteales fomething from thethiefe. 
He robs himfclfe.that fpends a booteleffe griefe, 

“Bra. So let the T urke, of Cyprus vs beguile, 

We lofe it not fo long as we can fmile ; 

He beares the fentence well that nothing beares, 

C 
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But the free comfort, which from thence he heares jHj., ; tic, I rnf. , n 
But he bcares both the. fentence and the furrow, sir? : ■ ' ■ r.c jt! ; \ 

That to pay griefe, muftof poore patience, borrow. rxn'i'i s j f , Y Jo q- 
Thsfe fentences to fugar, or to gall* o;-., . ;! k ; ocovf'oui 7 

Being ftrong onbo-h fides,are equiuocall : f ; jm of den '(M 
But words arc words, I neuer yec didheare, . ' as-jad^uitoise r .ob I 
Tliat the bruis’d h art was pierced through the care. 

Befcech you now, to the affaires of the (late. 

Du. TheT urke witbrnoft mighty preparation makes fqr Cyprus 
Othello, the fortitude of the place, is bell koowne to yoigsnd tho wc 
haue there a Subllitute of moft allowed fuffiaency.yct opinion, a fo. 
utraigne miftrifleof efF.fts,throwes a more (afer voy ceon VQUs you 
mud thereforebe content to (lubber the giofle of your new fortunes, 
with this more ftubborne and boifttr'ous expedition. 

Orh. The tyrant cuftome, moil: graue Senators, 

Hath made the flinty and deck Cooch of warre. 

My thrice-driuenbedofdow t ne;JL4peagnize • , 

A natural! and prompt alacrity, . ‘ , ,\ l ■■ 

I find in ha dnefle,and do.&ypdej'fflke • « : ... J5 . > 

This prednt warre . #gain(ht-hB(OtM.i »»<« < V?* ’ peril":.. . .id ; 

Mud humbly therefore, bending to your State*' 

I craue fit difpofiribn for my wife. 
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Due reference of place and exhibition, h.;.^ ; ; C w •„ ~ ; u\i - a r 
With fuch acc miodarion and before, 33 t i j f 
As lends with her breeding. jPRJJH||P 

Du. If you pleafe.bech at her fathers.. 

'Br a. He not haue it fo., ’ -..■.rjouLf :u 

Oth. Nor l. t bshno 01 a i^ahs arf JjjIeo or a aoibutm 

Def. Nor 1, not there reuce,; , 

To put my father in impatient thoughts. 

By being in his eye : mod gracious Duke* . 

To my vnfoldinglend a gracious eare, .. ; 
And let me find 3 charter in your voy ce, 

T’afsid my fimplenefle — 

Du Wh-t would you Dtfdcmom? 

Def. That I did loue the Mpore to liue him. 

My downe right uiolence.and ftorme of Fortunes* 

May trumpet tothe world ; my hearts fubdued* 
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Juen to the very qualitie of my Lord : 

J faw Ot helloes viiage in his minde, 

And to his Honors, and his vaiianr parts 
Did I my foule and fortunes conft crate. 

So that deare Lords, if I be left behindc, 

A Moth of peace, and ne goe to tf e warre. 

The rites for which l loue him, are bereft n^e. 

And I a heauy inrerim (hall iupport. 

By his deare absence: let me goe with him. 

Oth. Y our voy ces Lords : be (eccrt you kt her will , 
Haue a free way : 

Vouch with me heauen, I therefore beg it not 
To pleaL the palar of ,->y appetite, , 'd ■ ■ 
Nortocomply withheate,theyoi^,aiffe(3s 
In rny defunct, and proper fatisfaS; ion, d 
But to be free and bounteous to her mind, 

And heauen defend your good foods . that you thinke 
I will youi ferious and good bufineffe (canr. 

For (he is with me; — no, when light wingd toyes, 
And feather'd C upid foy les with wanroa dulrjtffe. 

My fpcculariue and a&iue inftruments, 

That my d if ports corrupt and taint my bufinefle. 

Let hufwiues make a sktlU t ofrriy Hclme, 

And all indigne and bafeaduerfities. 

Make head againft my reputation. 

Du. Be it, as you (hall priuately determine, 

Eyrher for her ftay or goings the affc.irc cry es haft, 
Andfpced muff an' were, you muff hence to night. 

To night my Lord? 

Du. Thisnig.it. Oth. With all my heart. 

o in * c mnc *’ th corning here wed meet asainc. 

Wf Wo, leaue fome officer b; hind, 

w ur ? ur Commiflion bring to you, 
it hfuch things el(e of quality and rcfpc<5L 
As doth import you. 

Oth, Pkafe your Grace, my Ancient" 

A man he n of honefty and truft, 

0 irsc onueyanceIa(signe my wife, 
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With what d(V needefull your good Grace (hall thfoke. 

To be Cent after me. . ' 

Du. Let it be fo: ” . , 

Good night to euery one, andnobk SeigftiOt, 
Ifvertueno delighted beauty lackey 
Your v on in law is farre mdre faire then blacke. 
i Sen*. Adieu braue Moore, Vfe Defdtmm a well. 
Br A Looke to her Moore,if thou haft eyes to tee, 
She has d*. ceiud’d her father, and may thee. Exeunt, 
Oth . My life vpon hdr faith. Honeft dago, 

My Defdemona mult i lcauetotbee, 

I pr<-thec let thy wife attend on her, 

And brinii Her after in the beft aduatitage ; 

Come Defdemona, I haue but an houre 
Of toue, of worldly matters anddiredion, 

Tofpcnd with thee, we mud obey the time. 

Rod. U?o. Mbore and Defdemona. 

Jag' What raid thou noble heart } 

Rod. What will T do; thtnkft thou ? 



Kod. w nat wiu i "o. »■»*** **iy***. 

fag. Why go; tob d ah i fleepe, f 

Rod. I will incontinent y droWhemy felfe. . 

Jag. Well, if thou doe It, l (hall neucr louethee after ft, 

V> rTu fslillSffe to liue.wheh to litie is a torment^and tHetv ve 

biueaprefcription.todyewhendcathisourPhNfi'ian. 

Up. Ovillanous, I ha look’d vponthe world Ut^fe* 

uen mres, and fmec I could diftihguilh betweene a benefit -anda 
iniurv l neucr found a mats thar knew howto loue himf> lie t ere I 
wouldfay I would drownc my felfe, for the lOue ofaGintiy Hm, 

tha. ~ «,«i «m 

our jSiies arc eatins.to the which our willsarc Gatdmers.fc th* 
if « will plant Nettles, or fow twice, 

fupplv it with one gender cf heatbes, Or diftiadtt \ t j 
ther to haue it fterrill withidknefle, or toannr d Withii^uft.y,^ 

t iepower s and corrigible authority of this, lies m our » 



the Moore of Venice. *P 

0 f our Hues had not one fcale of reafon, wpoife another o 
f Sky; the blood and bafeneffe of our natures, would condmft 
f rh «oft nrepofterous conclnfions. But wee haue reafon to coo . e 
" ‘ l £°„g S, our carnal! (ling, our vetoed lulls , whereof 
I take this, that you call loue to be a feft, or fyen. 

£f lH?m«?el*y C *ataft of the blood, and a permi.^onofche wiU: 

Come be a man ; drowne thy felfe ? drowne C ats and blinde P p 
oies • *1 profeffe me thy friend, and I confefle me knir to t. y e t - 
J, n2 ’ with cables of perdurable toughneffe } 1 could n-uer better 
fteedc thee then now. Put money in thy purfe ; follow thefe warres, 
defeatethy fauour with an vfurp’d beard ; I fay pat money in thy 
p Br fe. it cannot be, that Defdemona (hould long continue her loue 
vntothe Moore,— put money in thy purfe,— nor he his to her s « 
was a violent commencement, and thou (halt fee an anfwerabk fe- 
queftration s put but money in thy pm fc.— Thefe Moores are chan- 
eeable in their wills;— fill thy purle with money. The food thatto 
him now is as lulhious as Locufts,finll be to him fhortly as bitter as 
Coloquintida : She muft change for youth v when fhee is fared with 
his body, (heewillfinde the error of her ebo’yee $ (h;e mu ft haue 
change, (he muft. Therefore put money in thy purfe : Ifthou wilt 
needs damme thy felfe, doe it a more delicate way then drowning i 
make all the money thou canft, If Canft tnaony, and a fraile vow, be- 
twixt an erring Barbarian, & a fupcr-fubtle V enetian , be not too hard 
for my wits, and all the tribe of hell, thou (halt enioy her ; therefoie 
make money, — a pox a drowning, tis cieane out of the way ; feeke 



and goe wit hour her. 

Rod. Wilt thou be faft to my hopes, if I depend on the iffiie ? 

Jag. Thou art Cure of me — goe, make money — 1 haue told thee 
often, and I tell thee againe, andagaine, Ihate the Moore, my caufe 
is hearted, thine has no lefie reafon, let vs be coniundtiuc in our re- 
uenge againft him ; If thou canft cuckold him, thou doeft thy felfe ft 
pleafure, me a fpot t. There are many euents in the wombe of Time, 
which willbedeliuered. Trauerfe,goe,prouide thy money ,wc will 
haue more of this to morrow, adieu. 

Rod, Where (hill we meet i’th morning i 1 
htg> At my lodging. 

Redt 
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Rod. lie be with thee betimes. 

lag Gv> to, farewell.- — doe you heare Roderigol 

Rod. What fay you ? 

1 tg ''Jo more cfd'0.vnng,doe you heare ? 

Rod. Ja u cil ing’J, ; le goe fell all my land. 

Exit Roder’go. 

lag. Thus doe T euer make my foole m v purfe : 

For t mine ovne gain* ‘ knowledge (hould prophaoc 
If 7 1 would time txpend wich fuch a fr>ipe, 

Fur for my fport and profit: 1 hate the Moore, 

And it is thoughc abroad, that twixt my (heetes 
Ha’s done my office ; I know nor,if’t be true— • 

Yet ! . for m-.ere fufpicion in that kind, 

W illdpc^s if f r furety : he holds me well, 

The better fhail rpy purpofe worke on him. 

Cafsio's a proper man, let me fee now, 

?o get this p! *ce,and to plu ne vp my will, 

A double knauery — how, how, — let me fee. 

After fome time, to abuk Qt he Roc's eare, * 

That he is too fa / > iliar with his wife : 

He his a perfon :-n J a (mooth difp;>fe, 

To be ffi r p <3;ed, fram’d to make women falfe : 

The Moou is of a fee and open nature, 

That thinks men honcft s that but fectnes to be fo: 

And will as tenderly be led bith tiofe — as Affes are : 

I ha’c, it is ingender’d : Hell and night 

Mult bring this monflrous birch to the worlds light. Exit. 



AEUlS 2. Scosna I. 

• . , : - • • venom .«.•,«> a - ._.a , 

Enter Montan fo, Governor of Cyprus, ft it h 
tVeo other Gentlemen. 

entanio. 

^ ie Cape can y ou difeerne at Sea ? 

V V i Gent. Not hing at all, it is a high wrought flood, 

I canno. ewixt the heaiienandthc mayne 

Dvlcry afaile. Mon. 



the Moore of Venice. 

eJMon. Me thinkes the wind does fpeake aloud at land, 
A fuller blaft nert fliooke our battlemtuts ; 

If it ha i uffi md fo vpon the fea, 

V) hit ribbes of Oake, when mountainc melt on them. 
Can hold the monies, — What fhall we heare of this? 

a Gent. A fegregation of the Turktjh fleece : 

For doe but ftand vpon the foaming (hore. 

The chiding bi'lowes feemes to pelt the cloudes. 

The wind ffia ’d furge.with high and monftrous mayne,. 
Seeroes to eaft water on the bar, ing Beare, 

And quench the guards of th’euer fired pole, 

I ncuer did like mokftation view. 

On the enchafed flood. 

1 34 on. If that the Turktjh Fleete 
Be not inflieiter : d and embayed, they are drown'd* 

It is impofsible to beare ir out. 

Enter a third Gentlemen. 

3 Gent. Newes Lads, your warres are done: 

The defperate Tempeft hath fo bang’d the Turks, 

That their defigment halts ; 

A Noble (hippe of Venice, 

Hath feene a grieuous wracke and fuffe ranee 
On moil part oftheir Fleete. ^ 

Mon. How, is this true? 

3 (yen 1 he fliippe is here put in : 

A V eroneffa, Michael Cafsie, 

Leiutenant to the warlike Moore Othello, 

Is come a fliore ; the Moore himfelfc at Sea, 

And is in full Comrnifsion here for Cyprus. 

Mon. iam gladon’t, ris a worthy Gouernour. " 

»ie^S“S thC?Werep4tKd ’ 

Mon . Pray heauen he be : 
to the fea fide, go* 
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A$ well to Tee the veflcll thats come in. 

As to throw out our eyes for braue Othello, 

Euen till we make the Maine and th’Ayre all blue, 

An indillind regard. 

3 Gent. Come, let's doe fo. 

For euery minute is expcdancy 

Of more arriuance. Enter Caftio. 

Caf. Thankes to the valiant of this Ifle, 

That fo approue the Moore, and let the hcauefts 
Giue him defence againft their Elements, 

For I haue loft him on a dangerous fea. 
tJMon. Is he well (hipt? 

Caf. His Barke is ftourly timberd,and his Pilote 
Of very expert and a pprou’d allowance. 

Therefore my hope’s (not furfetted to death,) 

Stand in bold cure Enter a ejldejfenger, 

Mtf. A faile, a faile, a faile. 

Caf. Whatnoyfe? 

Me f. The Towne is empty, on the brow o’th fea. 
Stands ranckes ol people, and they cry a fayle. 

Caf. My hopes doe fhape him for the goaernement. 
a Gen . They doe difeharge the (hot of courtefie, 
Our friend at leaft. foot . 

(faf I pray you fir goe forth 
And giue vs truth, who tis that is arriu’d. 

2 Gent. 1 (hall. Exit, 

Mon. But good Leiutenant, is your Generali wiu’d? 
Caf. Moll fortunately, he hath atchieu’d a maide. 
That parragons defeription, and wild fame ; 

One that excells the quirkesofblafoning pens ; 

And in rhe cfl;ntial! v-ilurc of creation, 

Dotsbearean excellency -. — now, who has put in? 
Enter 2 Gentleman. 

2 G ent. Tis one I ago, Ancient to the Generali ; 

He has had molt fauourable and happy fpeedc, 

7 errs pells then fclucs, high feas, and holding winds, 
The g 1 tr drockes, and congregated lands. 

Traitors tufteep’d, to clog the guiltlefle Keele, 
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As hauingfenfe of beauty, do omit 
Th ir common natures, letting goe lately by 
The diuine Defdemona . 

/i on. Whatisflre? . 

Caf. She that I fpake of, our great Captawes Captaine, 
fc in the conduft ot the boid l ago, 

Whofe footing hcere anticipates our thoughts 
A fennkhts fpeede— great lone Othello guard. 

And fwell his faile with thine owne powcrfull breath. 

That he may blefle this Bay with his tall (hippe, 

And fwiftly come to Defdemona s armes. 

Enter Defdemona, l'ago, Emilia, and Roderigo. 

Giue renewdfire. 

To our cxtin&ed fpirir s : 

And bring all Cyprus comfort,—- O behold 
The riches of the Chip is come on (bore. 

Yc men of Cyprus, let her haue your knees : 

Haile to thee Lady : and the grace of heauen, 

B fore,behinde thec.and on euery hand* 

Enwheele thee round. 

Def. I thanke y ou valiant fafsto : 

What cidii gs can you tell me of my Lord? 

C*f He is not yet arriued,nor know I ought. 

But that hee’s well, and will be Ihortly heere. 

Def. O but I fcare i — how loft you company? 

[within ] A faile, a faile, 

Caf. The great contention of the fea and skies 
Parted our fellow fhip : but harke, a faile. 

a Gent. They giue their greeting to the Citadeli, 

This likewife is a friend. 

Caf. See for the newes : 

Good Ancient, you are welcome, welcome Mifireffe, 

Let it not gall your patience, good J go. 

That I ex r cnd my manners, tis my breeding. 

That giues me this bold ftuw of courtefie. 

lag. Sir, would (he giue you fo much of her lips, 

As of her tongue flic has be flowed on me, 

D 
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You’d baue enough. ' ^ , 

Def. Alas ! {he has no fpeach. 

Jag. In faith too much s 
T find it ftilljfor when I ha leauc to fleepe, 

Mary , before your Ladifhip I grant, t 

She puts her tongue alittle in her heart? 

And chides with thinking. 

Em. You ha little caufe to fay fo. 
lag. Come on.come on,you are Pictures out of dores ; 
Bells in your Parlors : Wildcats in your Kitchins : 

Saihts in your iniuries : Diuelis being offended : 

Players in your houfewifery; and noufewiues in your beds. 
Def. O fie vpon thee flanderer. 
lag. Nay , it is true,or elfe I am a T urke. 

You rife to play, and goe to bed to worke* 

Em. You {hall not write my praife. 

Jag. No, let me not. 

Def. What wouldft thou write o£mc. 

If thou (houldfi: praife me ? 

fag. O gentle Lady , doe not put me to’f, 

For iam nothing, if not critical!. 

Def Come on,a£fay — there’s one gon to the Harbors’ 
Jag. I Madam. 

Def. I am not merry, but I doe beguile 
The thing I am, by feeming otherwife : 

Come, how wouldft thoa praife me ? 

fag. I am about it,,bur indeed my inuention 
Comes from my pate, as birdlime does from freeze. 

It plucks out braine and all : but my Mufe labors. 

And thus (lie is deiiuered 

Jf fie be f air e and frife ,fairtneffe and frit ; 

The one's for vfe, the other vfeth it. 

Def. Well prais’d : how if {he be black and witty ?. 
lag. If l he be black?, and thereto haue a wit, 

Shee'l finde a white, that fiad herblackjtejfefit. 

Def. Worfe and worfe. 

Em. Howiffaireandfoolifh? 

lag.. Shetuucrytt wasfoolifi, that was fair e g 
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v e r eutn her folly hdpt her to an Heire. 

Dtf. Thefe arc old paradoxes, to make fooles laugh ith Alehoules 
Whit miferable praife haft thou for her. 

That’s foule and foolifh ? 

lag. There's none Jo foule, and f colt fi thereunto , 

But does foule prankes, which fair e and wife ones doe. 

Dtf. O beauy ignorance, that praifes the worft beft : but what 
praife couldft thou beftow on a dtferuing woman indeed ? one, that 
in the authority of her merits, did iuftly put on the vouch of very 
malice it fei fc ? 

lag. She that 'it as tuerfaire, and ntuer proud t 
Had tongue at Will, and ytt was ntuer lofrd, 

Ntuer lack ? gold, and yet went ntuer gay , 

Fled from her wifi , and yet /aid, nofr I may s 
She that being angred, her reutnge being nigh , 

Bad her wrong fiay, and her difpleafurc flye ; 

She that in wifedome, neutr fr as fofraile, 

T o change the Codfieadfor the Salmons taile : 

She that could think?, and ne're difclofe her minde,. 

See Suttrs following, and not looke be Inode .- 
She wat a fright, ( ifeuerfuch fright frere,) 

Def. Todoewhat/ 

lag To fuckle fooles , and chronicle /mail Bern. 

Dtf. O molt lame and impotent conclufion : 

Doe not learne of him Emilliasho he be thy husband : 

How fay you Cafsio, is he not a moft prophane and liberal 
Counfellour ? 



juuii. in me ouuiuitrsnen id rne acnouer. 

lag. He takes her by the palme; I well fed, whifper; with as 
little a webbe as this, will I enfnare as greata Flie as Cafsio. I,fmi!c 
vpon her, doe : I will catch you in your own court (hip : you fay true, 
tu fo indeed. If fuch crickes as thefe ftrip you out of your Leiute- 
nant ryj it had been better you bad not rift your three fingers fo oft. 

ISE ga ^ y0li are m ° ft apt to p ,a y thc fir in : ver y s°° d ' 

_ Lift, and excellent courtefie jtisfoindecd :yetagaine,your fin- 

TteMn yOD ri‘ pS? . WOuld they were Clifterpipesfor your fake.— 
Tbe Moore, I know his f tamper. 

D: 
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Enter Ochello, and Attendants, - \ v 
Caf Tistruelyfo 

Def. Lets meet him, and receiue bin. 

Caf. Loe, where he comes. 

Oth O my faire Warriour. 

‘Def. My deare Othello, 

Oth. It giues me wonder,great as my content, 

To fee you here before me : O my foulcs ioy f 
If af-er euery tempeft,come fuch ealmeneffe. 

May the winds blow, till they haue wakened death; 

And let the labouring Barke clime hilles of Teas. 
Olympus high,and duck againe as low. 

As hell’s from heauen; If it were now to dye, 

T’were now to be moft happy ,for I fearc 
My foale hath her content fo abfolute, 

That not another comfort, like to this 
Succeeds in vnknown Fate. 

Def. The heauens forbid, 

But that our loues and comforts fhould increafe, 

Euen as our dayes doe jgrow. 

Oth. Amen tothat, fweet Powers: 

I cannot fpcake enough of this content. 

It flops me here, it is too much of ioy : 

And this, arid this,thegreateft difeord be, kjjfe. 
That ere our hearts fhaill make. 

Jag. O, you are well tun’d now. 

But llefetdownethe pegs, that makes this mufique. 
As honeft as I am. 

Oth. Corae,letvstothc Caftles 
Newes friends, our wars are done,the Tur\s are dre 
How dos my old acquaintance of this Ifle ? 

Honny . you (hall be well defir d in Cyprus ; 

I haue found great loue amongft them : O my fweet; 

I prattle out offafhion,and I dote. 

In mine owne coo forts : Jpretheegood I ago, 

Goe to the Bay, and difimbarke my Coffers ; 

' Bring thou the Matter to the Citadell ; 

He is a good onc,and his worthinefle. 
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D o=<cH 1 llensem.chr^a: come D'fimm., 

°'i Cem northoum«tme priftntly at the Harbour i come huher, 
lf!& beeft valiant, (J« they fay, bate men being ■" 

1 m K.lirv in their natures, more then is natiue to them,) >‘ lt me * 
?be wSJSi £ nigh, watches on the Court of Guard t fitft I W.U 
5 , thee this, Defdemona is diredly in loue with him. 

v n A With him? why tis not pofiible. ■ , , . 

Ut Lay thy finger thus, and let thy. foule be lnftrnfted: marke 
me with what violence fhe fir ft lou’d the Moore; but for bragging, 
and telling her fantafticall lies ; and will flieloue him . ft«U for pr*- 
noe? let not the difereet heart thinke it. Her eye mutt be fed, and 

what delight (hall (be haue to looks on the Diuell? When the blood 

is made dull with the aft of fport, there fhould be a game to inflame 
it and giue faciety a frefh appetite. Loue(mesmfauour,fympathy 
in yeares, manners, and beauties ; all which the Moore is dTcftme 
in • now for want of thtfe requir’d conuentences, her delicate ten- 
derneffe will find it felfe abus’d, beginne to heaue the gorge,ailreliln 
and abhorre the Moore, very nature will initruft her to it, and com- 
pell her to Come fecond choyce : v ow fir, this granted, as it is molt 
pregnant and vnforced poficion, whoftands fo eminently m the de- 
gree of this fortune, as Cafsio does ? a knaue very voluble, no farder 
confcionable, then in putting on the meere forme of csuill and Inu- 
mane feeming, for the better compafsing of his fait and moll hidden 
loofeaffftions: Afubtk- flippery knaue, a finder out of occafions ; 
that has an eye, can ftampe and counterfeit aduantages, tho true 
aduantege neuer prefent it felfe. Befides, the knaue is hand fo me, 
yong, and hath all thofe requifites in him that folly and green mindes 
lookc after j a peftiknt compleat kmue, and the woman has found 
ham already. 

Rod , I cannot beleeue that in her, fhee's full of moft. bleft con- 
dition. 

lag. Bleft figs end : the wine fhe drinkes is made of grapes ; if 
fhe had been bleft, fhe would neuer haue lou’dthe Moore. Didft 
thou not fee her paddle with the palme of his hand ? din’ft not marke 
that/ 

Rod Yes,but that was but courtefif. 

?*&• Lechery, by this hand s an Index and obfeure prologae to 

D 3 r • the 
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the hiftory, of luft and foule thoughts : they mer fo neere with their 
lips, that their breathes embrac'd together, villanous thougbts,when 
thefe mutualities fo marfhall the way j hand at hand comes Roderio, 
the mafterand the maine exercife, the incorporate conclufion. but 
fir, be you rul'd by me, I haue brought you from Venice } watch you 
to night, for command He lay't vpon you , Cafsio knowes you 
not, lie not be farre from you, doe you Hade fome occafion to anocr 
Cafsto, either by fpeaking too loud, or tainting his difeipline or 
from what other courfe y ou plcafe ; which the time ihall more fauo. 
rablymmifter. 

Rod. Well. 

Sir he is rafh,and very fuddaine in choler, and haply withhis 
Trunchen may flrikcacyou; prouoke him that he may, for euenout 
of that, will Icaufe thefe of Cypr M to mutiny, whofe qualification 
null come into no true cafte again c,but by the difplanting ot Cafsio; 
So (hall you haue a (hotter iourocy to your defircs, by the meanes I 
ihall then haue to prefer them,& the impediment, molt profitably re- 
mou’d,without which there were no expeftation of our profperity. 

Rod* I will doe this, iff cin bring it to any oppoituniry. 

Jag. I warrant thee, meet me by and by at the Cittadell ; I muft 
fetch his neceifaries a lliore.— Fart well. 

Rod . Adue. Exit. 

lag. That Cafsio loues her J do well beleeue it • 

That (he loues him, ris apt and ofgreac credit: * 

The Moore howbt’,c that I indure him not * 

Is of a conftant,noble,louing nature ; 

And ] dare thinke,het’ieproue to Defdemona , 

A mod deere husband; now I doe loue her too 
Not out of abfolutc luft, (t ho peraduencure, * 

I ftand acco riptant for as great a fin,) 

But partly lead to diet my reuenge, 

For that I doe fufpe& the lull full Moore, 

Hathleap’J into my feat,rhe thought whereof 
Doth like a poifonous mine rail gnaw my inwards; 

Aod noching can ,nor (hall content my foule. 

Til! I am cucn’J with him, wife for wife • 

Or failing fo, yet that I put the Moore, 

At'leaft,;nioa iealoufic lo ftrong, 

That 
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That judgement can not cure ; which thing to doe 3 
If this poore trafh of Venice, whom I trace, 

For his quicke hunting, ftand the putting on. 

He haue our fjfldichatl Cafsio on the hip, 

Abufe him to the Moore, in the ranke garbe, 

(For I feare Cafsio , with my night cap to) 

Make the Moore thanke me,!ouc me, and reward me, 

For making him egregioufly an Affe, 

And praftifing vpon his peace and quiet, 

Euento madnefle : — tis heere,but yet confus’d ; 

Knaueries plaine face is neuer feene, till vs ’d. 

Exit 

Enter Othello’s Herauld , reading a Proclamation. 

It i sOthe/lo’s pleafure, our noble and valiant Generali, that vpon 
certaine tidings now arriued, importing the meere perdition of the 
Tnrfyjb Fleetej that euery man put himfclfe into triumph; fome to 
dance, fome make bonefirs ; each man to what fport and Reuelshre 
addidion leadcs him; for befides thefe beneficiallncwcs,it is the ce- 
lebration of his Nuptialls : So much was his pleafure ftiould be pro- 
claimed. All Offices are operand there is full liberty, from this pre- 
fent houre of fiuie > till the bell hath told eleuen. Heaueu ble(fe the Ifle 
of Cyprus, and our noble Generali Othello-. 

Enter Othello, Caftio, and Defdemona. 

Otk Good CWichael looke you to the guard to night r 
Lets teach our felues that honourable ftoppe. 

Not to outfport diferetion. 

Caf. lag* hath dirc&ion what to doe : 

Butnotwithftanding, with my perfonalleye 
WiUI looke to it. 

Oth. Iago is moft heneft s 
Michael goodnight, to morrow with your earlieft. 

Let me haue fpeech with you, come my deare louc 3 
The purchafe made, the fruits are to enfue, 
l hat profits yet to cqme twixt me and you, 

Good night, Othello and Defdenaonal 

Enter 
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Enter Iago. 

Caf Welcome/*^, we muft to the watch. 

lag. Not this houre Leiutenant, tis not yet ten aclock: ourGc. 
neral! cafl vs thus early for the loue of his Defdemona,vtho let vs not 
therefore blame, he hath not yet made wanton the night with her | 
and (he is fport for lone. 

Caf. She is a moft exquifire Lady. 

lag. And lie warrant her full of game. 

Caf. Indeed (he is a moft fre(h and delicate creature. 

fag What an eye (he has ? 

Me thinkes it founds a parly ©f prouocation. 

Caf Aninuiting eye, and yet me thinkes right modeft. 

lag. And when (he fpeakes,tis an alarme to loue. 

Caf She is indeed perfe&ion. 

lag . Well, happineffe to their (heetes come Leiutenant,! 

haue a ftope of Wine, and heere without are a brace of Cyprus Gal- 
lants, that would faine haue a meafure to the health of the blackc 

Othello. 

Caf Not to night, good l ago ; I haue very poore and vnhappy 
braines for drinking ; I could well wi(h courtefie would inuent fome 
other cuftome of entertainemenr. 

lag. O they are our friends, — but one cup : He drinke for you. 

Caf I hadiunke but onecuptonight,andthat was craftily qua- 
lified to, and behold what innouation it makes here: J am vnfor- 
tunate in the infirmity, and dare not taske my we akenefle with any 
more. 

lag . What man, tis a night of Reaells,thc Gallants defire it. 

Caf. Where are they? 

lag. Here at the dore,T pray you call them in. 

Caf lie do’r, bur itdifhkes me. Exit. 

Jag. If I can fallen but one cup vpon him, 

With chat which he hath drunketo night already, 

Hee’i be as full of quarrell and offence, 

As my young miltrisdog:— ~Noy mw ficke foole Rederigo, 

( Whom loue has turn'd almoft the wrong fide outward) 

To. Defdtmona, hath to night carouft 
Potations pottle deepe,andhet-’sro watch t 
Three Lads o £ Cyprus, noble fwelling (pints, 

(rhat 
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(That hold their honour,in a wary diftance. 

The very Elements of this warlike Ifle,) 

Haue I to night fluftred with flowing cups. 

And the watch too : now raongft this flock of drunkards, 
I am to put our in fome aftion, . 

That may offend the Ifle \ Enter Montamo 3 Giflio 3 
But here they come s and others. 

If cenfequenccdoe but approoue my dreame. 

My boate failes freely, both with wind and ftreame. 

Vaf. Fore God they haue giuen me a roufe already. 
Mon. Good faith a little one, not paft a pint, 



As I am a Soldier. 

lag. Some-wine hoe : 

And let me the Cannikin clinkp, clinke, 

And let me the Cannikin cltnke, clinke : 

A Souldier's a man, a life’s but a fpatt, 

Why then let a Souldicr drinke. — Some wineboyes. 

Caf Fore heauen an excellent fong. 

lag. I team’d it in England, where indeed they are mod potent in 
potting : your Dane, your Germane, and your fwag-bellicd Hollan- 
der, (drinke ho,) are nothing to your Englijh. 

Caf Is your Engltjh man fo exauifite in his drinking ? 
lag. Why he drinkes you with facillity.your Dane dead drunke : 
he fweates not to ouerthrow your Altnatne, he giues your Hollander 
avomit,ere the next pottle can be fild. 

Caf. To the health of our Generali. 

Mon. I am for it Leiutenant,and I will doc you iuftice. 
lag. O fwtfct England, — 

King Stephen 'teas and a Worthy Pecre , 

His. breeches cofi him but a croWne, 

He held 'em fix pence all to deere. 

With that he cald the T ay lor lovine. 

He Was a Wight of high renoWnc, 
zA nd thou art but of low degree, 

T is pride that puls the Countrey doWne, 

T hen take thine auld cloke about thee. — Some wine ho. 

Caf. Why, this is a mote exquificc fong then the other, 
fag. w ill you heat’c agen ? 

E 'Caf. 
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Caf No, for I hold him vnworthy of his place, that dotsthefe 
things well, Hcauen’s aboue all, and there bee foules that muftbec 
iaued. 

lag. It is true good Leiutenant. 

Caf. For mine ownc part,no offence to the Central), nor any man 
of quallity, I hope tobefaued. 
lag. And fo doe 1 Leintenant. 

Caf I, but by your leaue, nor before me ; the Leiutenant is to be 
faued before che Ancient. Lei’s ha no more of this, let’s to our af- 
faires : forgiue vs our fins s Gentlemen, let’s looke to our buGncfle : 
doc notthinke Gentlcmenlam drunke,this is my Ancient, this is my 
right hand.an J this is my left hand : I am not drunke now, I can Hand 
well enoagh,and fpeake well enough. 

AH. Excellent well. 

Caf. Why very well then: you mult not thin Ice then, that lam 
drunke. Exit. 

tjMon. To the plotforme mafters. Come,let’s fet the watch. 
lag. Y ou fee this fellow that is gone before. 

He is a Souldier fit to Hand by Cafar, 

And giue diredion : and doe but fee his vice.; ^ 

Tistohis vertuc,a in ft equinox, 

The one asdongas th’other : tis piety of him, 
l feare the truft Othello put him in. 

On fome od ! e time. of his infirmity. 

Will fluk-rhis Ifland. 

Mon. But is he often rhuSi 
lag. T is euerrnoi e the Prologue to his fleepe s 
Het’ie watch the horolodge a double fet) 

If drinke rocke not his cradle, 

Mon. T’were well the Generali were put in minde of it, 
perhaps he fees it not, or his good nature 
praifes the vertue that appeares in (*fsi°s 
Andiookesnotonhiseuills : is not this true? 

lag. How now Rcderigo, Enter Roderigo,^ 

I pray you after the Leiutenant, got. Exit Rod. 

Mon. And tis great pitty that the noble Moore 
Should hazard fuch a place.as his owne fecond, 

With one of an ingraft infirmity t 
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It were an honeft a&ion to lay fo to the Moore. 

lag. Not I, for this fairc Ifland : 

I doe loue Cafsio well, and would doc much,’ '**’ Helpe,htlpe t Withfa, 
To cure him of this euill : but harke,what noyfe. 

Enter Cafsio, drifting in Roderigo. 

Caf. You rogue, yourafcall. 

Mon. What’s the matter Leiutenant ? 

Caf. A knaue, teach me my duty : but lie beate the knaue into a 
wicker bottle. 

Rod. Beate me? 

Caf Doll thou prate rogue ? 

Mon. Good Leiutenant ; pray fir hold your hand. 

Caf. Let me goe fir, or lie knock you ore the mazzard. 

Mon. Come, come, you are di unke. 

Caf. Drunke? they fight, 

lag. Away I fay, goe out, and cry a mtiteny. Exit Rod. 

Nay good Leiutenant : God’s- will Gentlemen, 

Helpeho, Leiutenant « Sir, Montanio , fir, 

Helpe mafters, heer’s a goodly watch indeed : Abell rings. 

Who’s that rhat rings the bell ? Diablo — ho, 

TheTewne will rjfe, fie, lie, Leiutenant, hold. 

You will be lham’d for eaer. 

Enter Othello, and Gentlemen with Weapons. 

Oth. W hat’s the matter hecre ? 

Mon. l bleed (till, I am hurt to the death, he faints. 

Oth. Hold/or your Hues. 

lag. Ho!d,holdLeiutenanr,fir Montanio. Gentlemen, 

Haueyou forgot all place of fence, and duty : 

HoM,the Generali fpeakes to you 5 hold,hold,for lhame. 

Oth. Why how now ho, from whence arifes this/ 
f/ewe tur’nd T ttrkes, and to our felues doe that. 

Which Heauen has forbid the Ottamites : 

For C hriftian lhame, put by this barbarous brawle t 
He that ftirres next, to caiue for his ownc rage. 

Holds his foule light, he dies vpon his motion : 

El Si- 
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Silence that dreldfullMl.it ftightadie Ifle 
From ber propriety > what's the matter matters? 

Honeft Jago. that lookes dead with grieumg, 

Soeake who began this.on thy loue l charge thee. 

P L 7doe no 8 t know, friends ail but now,euen now. 

In quartered in termes,like bride and groome, 

Deueftit g them to bed,and then but now, 

( As if feme Planet had vnwicted men,; 

Swords out ,and tilting one at others bre.aft. 

In oppofition bloody. I cannot fpeake 

Any beginning to this peeuilh odds ; 

And would in a&ion glorious, I had loit _ 

Thole legges,that brought me to a part ol it. 

Oth. How came it Michael, you were thus forgot. 
Caf. I pray you pardon me, I cannot fpeake. 

Oth. Worthy M mtanio, you were wont be cisUU, 

The grauity and ftilnefle of your youth. 

The world hath noted;and your name is great, 
jn mouthes of wifell cenfure : what s the matter:, 

That you vnlace your reputation thus. 

And fpend your rich opinion, for the name 
Of a night brawler ? giue me anfwere to t . 

Mon. Worthy Othello , I am hurt to danger. 

Your Officer 7 W 0 can informe you, 

W hilc l fpare fpcceh, which fomething now offenus m*v 
Of all that I doe know, nor know I oug; t 
By me, that’s faide or done amiffc this night ; 

Vnlefle fclfc.charity be fometime a vice, 

And to defend our felues it be a finne 3 
When violence aflayles vs. 

Oth. Now by heauen 
My blood begins my fafer guides to rule, 

And pafOonhauing my beft judgement coold. 

Allay es to leade the way : If once I lt;rre. 

Or doe but lift this arme.thc belt of y ou 
Shall finkc in my rebuke : giue me to know 
How this foule rout began, who let it on, 

And he that is approou’d in this oftcnce, 
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Thn he had twinn’d with me.both at a birth, 

I? n loofe me • what, in a Towne of warre, 

Yet wilde the peoples hearts brim full of feare, ; 
to mannaee priuate and domeftike quatfells, 

Tn ni^hr, andon the Court and guard of lafety? 

Tis monftrous. Ugo, who began ? 

M»n. If partiality affin'd, or league m office 
Thou doeft deliuer more or Idle then truth. 

Thou art nofoldier. 

lav. Touch me not fo neere, 

I had rather ha’ this tongue out of my mouth, 

Then it ffiould doe offence to M-chatl C afsto: 

Yet I perfwade my felfe to fpeake the truth. 

Shall nothing wrong him. 1 hus it is Generali : 
Montanio and my felfe being in fpecch. 

There comes a fellow, cry ing out for helps. 

And Cafsie following him with determin’d fword, 
To execute vpon him : Sir this Gentleman 
Steps into Cafsio, and intreates his paufe j 
My felfe the crying fellow did purfue, 

Left by his clamour,as it fo fell out, , 

The Towne might fall in fright : he fwift of foote,. 
Out ran my purpofe : and I returnd the rather. 
For that! heard the clinke and fall of fwordss. 

And Cafsio high in oath, which till co night, 

I ne’re might lay before: when l came backe, 

For this was briefc,l found them c’ofe together. 

At blow and thruft,euen asagen tliey were, 

When you your felfe did part them. 

More of this matter can I not report, 

Biit men are men, the beft fometirocs forget i 
Th© Cafsio did fome little wrong to him. 

As men in rage ftrike thofe that wiflithem befts 
Yet furely (fafsio, I beleeue receiu’d 
From him that fled, fome ftrange indignity, 
Which patience could not paffc. 

Oth. Wnow Iago, 

Thy honefty and loue doth mince this matter, 

ES 








2 6 TheTragedy of Othello 

Making it tight to Cafsio:, Cafsio, l lone thee, : i 

But newer more be Officer of mine- 

Looke if my gentle loue be not rais'd vp s v ra 

Enter Defdemona ,.mth others . 

I*le make thee an example. 

‘Deft What’s the matter ? 

Oth. All’s well now fweeting: 

Come away to bed : fir, for your hurts, . ■ _ v ; 

My felfe will be your furgeon ; leade him off ; 

Ugo , looke with cure about theTowne, 

And filence thofe,whom this .vile brauie diffracted. 

Come Defdemona, tis the Soldiers life, . 

To haue their balmy {lumbers wak’d with ftrife, 

Jag. What, ar c you hurt Lcititenant ? 

Exit 007 e, Defdemona , and attendants. 

Caf. I, part all furgery. 

Jag. Mary Heauen forbid. 

Caf Repucation,reputation,oh.lbaloftmy reputation: 

I ha loft the immortal! part fir of my felfe. 

And what remaines isbeftiall, my reputation, 

Jago, my reputation. 

Jag. As l am an honeft man, I thought you had receiu’d fome bo- 
dily wound, there is mare offence in that, then in Reputation ? re- 
putation is an idle and noft lalfc impofitiop, oft got without merit, 
and loft without deferuing: You haue loft no reputation at all, vn- 
leffc you repute your felfe fuch a lofer ; what man, there are wayes 
to recouer the Generali agens you are but now caft in his moode, a 
punilhmtnt more in policie, then in malice, euenfo, as one would 
beate his offenccldfe dogge, to affright an imperious Ty on : fue to 
him againe, and ht’s yours. , - • ? >.a is 

Caf I will rather fue to be defpis’J, then to deceiue fogooda 
Commander, withfolightjo drunken, and indifereet an Officer .• 
Drunke? and fpeake parrae ? and fquabble, fwagger, fweare ? and , 
difeourfe fuflian with ones o wne fhaddowO thou muifible fpirit of 
wine, if thou ha ft no name to be known by, let vs call thee Diuell. 

lag. What was he that you followed with your fwords 
W hat had he done to you ? 

Caf. 1 know not. 

J “ lag. 
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Jag. Iftpofsible? , t . A 

Caf I remember a nuffe of things, but nothing diffincfly ; a 
quarrell, but nothing wherefore. O that men fhould put an enemy 
in their mouthes. to fteaie away their braines j that wee fhould 
•ut.h !r»w rf-nelL Dleafiire. andaDDlaufe. transforme our feluesinto 



beafles. 

lag. Why, but you arenow wellenough : how cameyou thus re-« 
couered ? 

Caf It hath pleas’d the deuill drunkennefle, to giuc place to the 
deuill wrath j one vnperfednefie, fhewes me another, to make me 
ffanktly defpife my felfe. 

lag. Come, you are too feuere a morraler ; as the time, the place., 
the condition of this Countrey Pands,Icuuld heartily wifh, this had 
not fobefalne \ but fince it is as iris, mend it, for your owne good. 

Caf I will aske him for my place againe, hee fhall tell me I am a 
drunkard .• had 1 as many mourhe s as Hydra, fuch an anfwere would 
ftop em ail ; to be now a ftnlible man, by and by a foole,and prefent- 
ly a beaft : euery inordinate cuppe is vnbleft,andthe ingrcdience is 
a diuell. 



Jag Come, come, good wine is a good familiar creature, if it be 
well vs’d; exclaime no more agaiuftitj. and good Leiutenant,l think' 
you thinke I loue you. 

Caf I haue well approcud it fir,— -I drunke ? 



lag Y ou, or any man lining may be drunke at fome time man : 

Iletdl you what you (lull doe,- our Generals wife is now the 

Generali ; 1 may fay fo in this relpcdf, for that he has deuotedand gi- 
t:cn vp himfelfe to the contemplation, marke and denotement of her 
parrs and gr aces. Confefleyour (elfe freely to her, importune her, 
fhee'il helpe to put you in your place againe.: fhe is fo free, fo kinde, 
fo apt, fo bleffeu a di r pofirion;that fhe holds it a vice in her goodnes, 
not to doe more then fhe is requeltcd. fhis broken ioynt between! 
you and her husband.nirreat her to fplinter,and my fortunes againft 
any lay worth naming, this crackeo/ your loue fhall grow ftroneer 
then t’was before. ® 



I UU AUUIJT me wen. 

J ?g; 1 proteftin the fincerity of loue and honeft kindmfie. 

, u t tbinke it freely, and betimes in the morning, will Ibe- 
Jeech the vcrcuous Defdemona, to yndertake for me j I am defperate 

cf 
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of ray fortunes, if they checks me here, 
lag. Y ou are in the right : 

Good night Leiutenanc,! muft to the watch. 

Caf. Good night honeft lago. Exit, 

fag. And what’s he then.that fay es I play the villaine, 

When this adtiice is free I giue,and honeft, 

Probad to thinking, and indeed the courfe, 

To win the Moore agen ? For tis moft eafie 
The inclining Defdemona to fubdue, 

In any honeft fu:te (he’s fram’d as fruitfull, 

As the free Elements : and then for her 

To win the Moore,wer tto renounce hisbaptifme, 

All feales and lymbolsof redeemed fin, 

H»s fottle is fo infetter’d to her ioue. 

That (he may nrake^nmakejdoe what (he lift, 

Eiienas her appetite (hall play the god 

With his wt akc fun&ion/how am I then a villaine, 

To counfell Cafsio to this parrallell courfe, 

Dire<91y to his good ? diuinity of hell, 

When diuells will their blackeft fins put on, 

They dae fuggeftat firft with heauenly (hewes. 

As I doe now ; for whilft this honeft foolc 
Plyes Defdemona to repaire his fortunes, 

And (he for him,pleades ftrongly to the Moore > 
lie poure thisptliilence into bis tare. 

That (he rcpealeshim for her bodies Juft ; 

And by how much (he ftriues to doe him good, 

She (ball vndse her credit with the Moore*, 

So will I turne her vertue into pitch. 

And oHt of her owns goodnefle,make the net 
That {hall enmelh them ali : Enter lloderigo. 

How now Roderigo? . , 

Rod. I do follow here in the chafe, not like a hound that hunts, but 
one that filies vp the cry: my money isalmoftfpenr,I habmtonigh 
exceedingly well cudgelld : I thinke the lflue will be, I iballhauela 
much experience tor my oaines, andfono monyacall, and wit 
little more wit returne to Venice. 

Jag. How poore ate they, that luue .roc Patience ? 
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What wound did euer heale.but by degrees? > 

Thou knoweft wc worke by wit, and not by witchcraft, 

And wit depends on dilatory time. 

Dos’tnot goe well ? Cafsio has beaten thee. 

And thou,by that Cnall hurt, haft calheir’d Cafsio , 

Tho other things grow faire againft the fun. 

Yet fruites that blofome firft, will firft be ripe ; 

Content thy felfe a while ; by’th maffe tis morning ; 

Pleafure,and adion,make the houresfeeme Ihort : 

Retire thee, goe where thou art billited. 

Away I fay, thou (halt know more hereafter: 

Nay get thee gon : Some things are to be done. 

My wife muft moue for Cafsio coher miftris, 

Ilefether on. 

My felfe a while,to draw the Moore apart, 

And bring him iumpe,when he may Cafsio finde. 

Soliciting his wife : I, that’s the way. 

Dull not deuife by coldmfle and delay. Exeunt. 

AEIm 3. Scana 1. 

Enter Caflio,w’/t sjftiufitians. 

Caf. iy \ Afters, play here,I will content your paines, 

iViSomethingthats briefe,and bid good morrow Generali. 

T bey play y and enter t be Clovtne. 

Clo. Why mafters, ha your Inftrumentsbin at Naples , that they 
fpeake i'th nofe thus ? 

"Boy. Howfir,how? 

C b- Are thefe 1 pray,cald wind Inftraments ? 

Boy. I marry are they fir, 

Clo. O, thereby hangs a tay le. 

Boy. Whereby bangs atayle fir ? 

Clo. Marry fir, by many a winde Inftrument that I know. But 
raalftrs, hcer’s money for you, and the Generall 'fo likes your mu- 

fiftue, that hee defires you for loues fake, to make no more noyfc 
witjiit. 1 

Boy. 
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Boy. Well fir, we will not. 

Clo. If you haue any mufique that may not bee heard, to'ta. 
gsine, but as they fay, to heare mufique, the Generali does not 
greatly care. 

Boy. Wehanonefuchfir. 

Clo. Then put your pipes, in your bag, for Ilc.away ; goe, vaniflj > , 
into aire, away. 

Caf Doft thou heare my honeft friend? 

Clo. No,l heare not your honeft friend,I heare you. 

Caf. Prethee keepe vptuy quillets, ther’s a poore peece of gold 
for thee : if the Gentlewoman that attends the Generals wife be 
ftirring, tell her ther’s one Cafsio t entreates her a little fauouref 
(peach — wilt thou doe this ? 

Clo. She is ftirring fir, if (he will ftirre hither, I (hall feeme to no. 
tifie vr.toher. lago. _ 

Caf. Doe good my friend : In happy time fago. Clo. 

lag. You ha not bin a bed then. 

Caf W hy no, the day had broke before we parted ; 

I ha mad; bold lago to fend in to your w i fe , my fuitc/O her, 

]s, chat (he will to vertuous Defdemona , 

Procure me feme acceffe. 

lag. 1 1c fend her to you prefintly, 

And i le deuife a meanc to draw the Moore 
Out of the ways that your cornier fe and bufin (D, . 

May be more free. Exit. 

Caf I humbly thanke yoii foi’c : I neuer kaev 
A Florentine more kind and hoaeft.. 

EnterQcrWlz. . 

Em. Good morrow good Ldutenant ,T am ferry . 

For your difpkafu 1 e,but all will foonc be well. 

The Gmerall and his wife are talkingof it. 

And (lie fpeakc s for you ftoutly : the Moore replies,. 

That he vou hurt is ofgreat fame in C)? rtu \ 

And great affinity ,and that in wholefome wifedome, 

He might not but refufe : but he protefts he loues you, . 

And needs no other fuitor but his likings, 

To take the fa fed occafion by the front, 

To bring you in sgaine. 
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- Caf. Yeti befeech you, 

If you thinks fit, or that it may be done, 

Giue me aduantage of (bmc briefe difeourfe 
With Defdemom alone. 

Em. Pray you come in, 

I will beftow you where you (hall haue time, 

To fpeakc your bofome freely. 

Caf. I am much bound to you. Exeunt , 

Enter Othello, lago, and other Gentlemen. 

Oth. Thcfe letters giue lago to the Pilate, 

Andby him, doe my duties to the State ; 

That done, I will be walking to the workes, 

Repaire there to me. 

Jag. Well my good Lord,I le do’t. 

Oth. This fortification Gentlcmen,(hall wefee’t ? 

Gent. We waite vpon your Lordfliip. Exeunt. 

Enter Defdemona,Caffio and Emillia. 

Def. Be thou aflur’d good Cafsio t I will doc 
All my abilities in thy behalfe. 

Em. Good Madam doe, I know it grieues my husband. 
As if the cafe were his. , , 4 

Def. O that's an honeft fellow: — doe not doubt Cafsto , 
But I will haue my Lord and you againe. 

As friendly as you were. 

Caf. Bounteous Madame, 

What cucr (hall become of ichael Cafsto, 

Hee’s neuer any thing but your trueferuant. 

Def. O fir, I thanke you, you doe loue my Lord : 

Y ou haue knowne him longhand be you well allur'd. 

He (hall in ftrangeft,ftand no farther off, 

Then in a politiquediftance. 

Caf. I but Lady, 

That pollicy may either Iaflfo long, 

Or feed vpon fuch nice and waterifti diet. 

Or breed it fe'fe,fo out of circumftance. 

That I being abfcnt, and my place fupplied, 

Fa 
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My Generali will forget my loue and feiuice. 

Def Doe not doubt that,beifore EwiSta here, 

I giuc thee warrant of thy place ? allure dice, 

It I do.* vnwa fricndfhip, Ileperrorme it, 

To the laft Article : my Lord flaall neuer reft, «’• 
He watch him tamc.and talke him out ofpatience;. 

H is bed (hall fee me a fchoole,his boord a thrift. 

He intermingle eucry thing he docs, 

With Cafsio's fuite ; therefore be merry Cafsit, 

For thy folicicer (l> all rather die. 

Then giuc thy caufe away. 




daiW 

% 

!• ■ ■ 



Enter Othcllojlago t *nd Gentlemen . 

Em. Madam, here comes my Lord. 

Caf. Madam, ile take my leaue. 

<Dtf. Nay flay., and hearc me fpeake* 

Caf. Madam notnow,I am very ill at cafe* 

Vnfit for mine owne parpofe. , 

Def. Wi lljdoe your difcrecion. £*tfCafsio. 

Jag. Ha,l like not ihar. 

O th. VV hat doft thou fay ? 

Jag. N fthmg my Lord or if, — 1 know not what. 

Oth. Was not thac Cafsiop&rted from ray wife? 

lag. Cafsio ray Lord ? — no fure,! caimctthmke it. 

That he would fteale away foguilty -like. 

Seeing you comtn.ng. 

Oth. Idoebdeeuetwashe. 

DeJ, Hox now my Lord, 

I haue been talking wkh.a feiterhere., 

Aron that langutft sin your dilplcafure. 

Oth. Whoi-ft you-meane? 

1 Def. i Why your Leiutenant Crf/tia, good my Lord, 

If 1 haue anv grace or power to raoue you, 

Hisprefent reconciliation take : 

For if he be not one that truely loues you. 

That erres in ignorance,and not in cunning, 

I haue no judgement in anhoneft face, 

I prechce call him backe. 
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0,b. Went he hence p ; w? 

I)cf. Yes f.i!th,fo humb.ed, 

Thar, he has K ft R?tc pf his gt ie/(^ wfth ^ney 
Tofuffer withjvm 5 g<*$ Loue call him backc. 

Ot Nor < v et t 'Dtfdemon ,tome other time. 

JJef. agcftal’t istftQr^y ? 

Oth. The fooner lweet for you. 

<Dt{. Shaft be to night at fupper ? 

Oth. No, not to night. 

tj) e r To morrow dinner then ? 

Oth. I (hill not dine at home, 
t meet the Captaines at the Cittadell. 

m e r Why then to morrow night, or tuefday morne. 
On tuefday morne, or night >9 r wednefday moroe, 
I^prechee name the time, bur let it not 
Exceed three dayes : Ifaith hee’s penitent. 

And vet his trefparte.in our common reafon, 

(Saue that they fay .the wanes muft make examples, 

Outofhcrbeft)isnotalmoftafault, . 

To incurre a priuate checke : when (hall he come? 

Tell me Othello : I wonder in my foule, 

What you could askem?, that I (hould d ny ? 

Or ftandfo mamking on? What Mihael Cafro • .. 
That came a wooing with you, and fo many a time 
When I haue (poke ofyou difpraifingly. 

Hath tane your part, to haue fo much tadoe 
To bring him in ? T ruft me, I could doe tnuen, . 

Oth. Prcthee no more, let him come when he will,, 

I will deny thee nothing. 

Def Why thisisnotaboone, 

Tis as I ftould intreat you weare your glqnes : 

Or feed on nourift ing dilhes.or keep you wartrie. 

Or fue to you, to doe a peculiar profit 
To yourowne perfon t nay,whcn 1 haue a fuite, 

. W'herein I meanc to touch your loue indeed. 
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Whereon I doe befeech thee grant me this, 

To leauerne but a little to my felfe* 

Def. Shall! deny you? no, farewell my Lord. 

Oth. Farewell my Dtfdmena, I'lc come to thee ftraighc. 
Def, EmiHia, come,be it as your fancies teach you, 
What ere you be I am obedienr. Exeunt D<f. and Em. 

Oth. Excellent wretch,perdition catch my foule, 

But i doe loae thee, and when l loue thee not. 

Chaos is come againe. 
lag. MyncblcLord. 

Oth. What doeft thou fay lago ? 
lag. Did Michael fofsio when you wooed my Lady, 
Know of your lone ? 

Oth. He did from ftrfh to laft: : — Why doeft thou aske? 
fag. But for a fatisfa&ion of my thought. 

No further harm?. 

Oth. Why of thy thought [ago ? 

lag. I did not thinke be had been aquainted with her. 

Oth. O yes, and went between vs very oft. 

Iga. Indeed? 

Oth. Indeed ? I indeed, dcfcern'ft thou ought in that ? 
Is he not honeft? 

lag. Honeft my Lord ? Oth Honeft ? I honeft. 

fag. My Lord, for ought I know. 

Oth. What doeft thou thinke ? 
lag. Thinke my Lord ? 

Otb. Thinke my Lord ? why daft thou ecchoe me, 

As if there were feme roonfter in thy thought. 

Too hideous to be ftiowne : Thou doft meanc fomethit.g : 

I heard thee fay but now,thou lik’ft not that. 

When Cafsio left my wife : what didft not like ? 

And when I told thee, he was of my counfell. 

In my whole courfe of wooing, thou cridft indeed? 

And didft contrad, and purfe thy brow together. 

As if thou thenhadft fhutvp in thy braine, 

Some horrible c week : If thou doeft loue me. 

Shew me thy thought. 

ffg. My Lord y ou know I loue you. 
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Oth. I thinke thou doeft, . . 

An A for I know, thou art full of loue and honefty. 

And vHgbeft thy words, before thou giu ft era breath, 
Thertforc theft flops of thine fright me the more 5 
For fucli things in a falfe ditto) all knaue, _ 

Are t ickes ofcaftome } buc in a man that’* luft. 

They are clofe dilations,working from chehcart. 

That paflion cannot rule. 

Jag. For tJMtchael Cafsto, 

I dare be fvvorne,! thinke that he is honeft. 

Oth. I thinke f© to. 

lag. Men fliouldbe what they feeme. 

Or tbofe that be not, would they might feeme none; 

Oth. C e: taine,me n fliould be what they feeme. 
lag. W'hy then I thinke Capio' s an honeft man. 

Oth. Nay,yet ther $ more in rhis, 

I ptethee fpeake to me,as to thy thinkings . 

As thou doeft ru;ni!!ate,and giue thy wot ft of thoughts, , 
The worft of words. 

lag. Good my Lord pardon me 5 
Though I am bound to euery ad of duty, . 

I am not bound to that all (hues are free to, 

Vttcr my thoughts : Why, fay they are vile and falfe : 

As where’s that pall8ce,wheteinto foule things 
Sometimes intrude not ? Who has a breaft fo pure. 

But fome vncleanly appreht nfions, 

Keepe !e.:te$ and law- d.iyes,and in fefsion fie 
With meditations lawfull ? 

Oth. Thou doft confpir* againft thy friend I ago. 

If thou but thinkeft him wrongd,and makeft his eare 
A ftranger to thy thoughts. 

lag. Idoebefcechyou, 

Though I perchance am vicious in my ghefle, 

(As I confefle it is my natures plague. 

To fpy into abufes,and oft my iealoufie 

Shapes faults that are not : ) that your wifedomc yet. 

From one that fo imperfe&Jy conceits. 

Would take no notice,nor build your felfe a uouble, 
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Out of my fcattering.and vnfureobferuancej 
It were not for your quiecnor your good. 

Nor for my manhoQd,hpnefty,ot wifedome. 

To let you knove my thoughts. 

Oth. What doft thou meanc ? 

Jag. Good name in man and woman ( deerc my Lord^ 
Is'thc immediate lewell of our foules: • 

Who fteales my purfe, ftealej trafh/is fomething, nothing, 
Twas mine,ri$ his,and has bin flaue to thoufanuS • 

But hethit filches from me my good name, 

Robs me of that, which not inriches him. 

And makes me poore indeed. 

Oth. He know thy thoughts. # 

laz You canno? iifmy heart were in your hand, 

Nor (hall not,whilft cis in my cuftody. 

Oth. Ha? 

fag. O beware (my Lord) of lealouhe 5 

It is agreen eydmonftcr, which dotn rnocke 

The meat it feeds on. That Cuckold lines in bus, 
Whocertaine of his fate,loues not his wronger : 

But oh what damned minutes tehs he ore. 

Who dotes, yer doubts, fufpea$,yet fttougly loues. 

Oth . O mifery. ... ... a. 

j a Poore and content, isrich^nd rich enougA, 

But riches fineUfl ,is as poore as winter, 

To him that euer feares he (b ill be poore : 

Good heauen,thc foules of all my ti ibe defend 
From iealoufie. 

Oth Why, why is this? 

Thinkft thou I’de make a life of lealouhe . 

To follow ftill the changes of the Moonc 
With frdh (ufpitions ? No, to be once in doubt. 

Is once to be refolu’d : exchange me for a Goate, 

When I (ball turnethe bufmefl'e of my fault 
To fuch exufflicate, and blowne fUrmifes , < 

Matching thy inference vtisnottomake me icalous, 

To fay my wife isfaire.feedrs wdl.looescompany, 

Is free of fpeecb, lings, plsycs, and dances well ; 
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where rerene fethefe ‘ «* f*> K ' ’V™ 0 *?.} , , raK 
^ nwne weake merits will I draw 

TuVmalleft feare.or doubt of herteuott, 

chofenme : no /«., % 

?. fee before I doubti,when I doubt, proue* 

And on the proofe,there is no more butthis ; * ^ ^ bl ; 

Away*at once with loue or iealoufie. . 

jl 1 am glad of it, for now* I fliall haac reafon.'-d 
To (hew the loue and duty that I bcare you, 
wiSnker fpirit therefore as I am bound 
Receiuc it from me : Ifpeakc not yet of proofe, 

Looke to your wife,obferue her well with Cafm ; ' ,v, 

Wearcy our cic thus,notieaiousmoftftttft^m«q t5 mib^ 

K/not bane your free andboblc nat»«, > 1U *7 ** «***’. 
Out offelfe-bounty be abus’d, looke toot I ! SSS? 

I know our Countrey difpofition well, nnnomoqo-Kfr 

In Venice they doe let Heauen fee the prankes 
They dare not (hew their husbands: their beft confcieocc 
Is not toleaue’t vnd©nc,but keepeT vnknowne. -fo* , v ■ 

Oth, Doeft thou fay fo? 

lag. She did deceiue her father marrying you: ' 

And when (he feem’d to (hake and fcare your lookes, < - 

She lou’d them moft. nojw.wsm w cni am »/ t a»jmisq fiaobaodl 

Oth. And fo (he did. * *«* ***** f T 

fag. Why go too then, ' . 

She that fo y OHng,could giue out fuch a feemmg. 

To feale her fathers eyes vp,clofe as Oakc, 

He thought twas witchcraft :but I am much too blame j 
I humbly doe befeech you of your pardon, 

For too much louing you. " f!I 

Oth. I am bound to thee for euer. 
fag . I fee this hath a littledaflit yiwrfpfrtts. s oj >U.>k- 
Oth. Notaiot.notaiot. 
lag. Truft me, I feare it has. 

I hope you will confider ,what is fpoke, * 

Comes froriT my loue :but I doe fee you are moou d, 

I am to pray y ou,not to ftraine tnyfpeach, 

.To erofler iflues.nor to larger reach, ’ t * - 
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Then to fufpition. 

Oth. I will not*. *t zs'mcn saisavt on wo aninj 

lag. Should you doefomy Lord, bio,9i£!< 

My fpcech (hould fall into fuch vile fucceffe, 

As tny thoughts aime not at : C*fsio't-m y worthy friends 
My Lord, l fee you are nioou’d-, 

Oth, No, not much moou’d, uloolwi io ouoi ri'iw sonc 
I doe not thinkc but ‘Dtfdemena't hone ft. 

Jag. Long liue fhe fo,and long liue you to thinke fo* 
Oth, And yet bow nature eixing from it felfe. 

Jag. I, there’s the point :as tobc bold with you,. 

Not to iffeA many propofed matches* 

Of her owne clime, complexion, and degree. 

Whereto we fee in all things, nature tends j. 

Fie we may fmell in fuch a will rooft- ranke,. 

Foule difproportion.thoughts vtinaturall*. 

But pardon roc : I doe not in position, 

Diftincily fpeake of hcr,tho I may fcare 
Her will rccoyling to her better iudgemenf, 

May fall to matchyou with her countrey formes* 

And happily repent. 

Oth, Farewel!,i£morc 
Thcudoeft percciue,let me know more,fet on 
Thy wifetoobferue : leaueme lago, 

Jag, My Lord 1 take my leauc. 

Oth. Why did I marry ' This honefl creature doubtlelie 
Sees, and knowes more, much more then bevnfolds. 

Jag My Lord, l would 1 might intreat your honour. 

To lean this thing no further, leaue it to time, 

And though tis lit that Cafsio haue his place, 

( For fure he fills it vp with great ability,) 

Y ct if you pleafe to bold him eff a while. 

You {hall by thar,perceiue him and his meanes ; 

Note if your Lady ftraine her enter tainement, 

Withany ftrongor vehement importunity, 

Much will be fecnc in that, in the meane time,. 

Let me be thought too bulk in my feares, 

( As.worthy cauk I hanc, to fcare lam :) 
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Aft J hold her free,! doe befeech your honour. 

Oth . Fcare not my gouernemenr. 

j 4g , I once more take «ny leauc. Exit, 

oth. This fetlowe's of exceeding booefty. 

And knowes all quantities, with a learncdiprrit 
Of humane dealings: If I doe prooue her haggard, 

Tho that her lelfes were my deare heart firings, 
l*de whittle her off, and let her dewnc the wind. 

To prey at fortune. Happily ,for I am blacke. 

And haue not thofc fofc parts of conucrfation. 

That Chimbcrers haue, or for I am declind 
Into the vale of ycares,yct that’s not much, 

Shec's gone,I am abus’d, and my rclcife 
Muft be to loath her > O curfe of marriage. 

That we can call thefe delicate creatures ours, 

And not their appetites : I had rather be aToade, 

And liue vpon the vapor in a dungeon. 

Then kcepe a corner in a thing I loue, 

For others vfes : yet tis the plague of great ones, 
Prerogatiu’J are they lefie then the bafe, 

Tis delkny,vnfliunnable, like death : 

Euen then this forked plague is fated to vs, 

When we doe quicken : Defdtmen* comes. 

If fire be falfc,0 then heauen mocks it felfe, 
lie not bclecue ir. 

Enter Defdemona and Hmillia* 

Dtf. How now my deare Othello f 
Your dinner, and the generous i lander 
By you inuited.doe attend your prtfence. 

Oth, I am to blame. 

7D*f. W hy is your fpeech fo faint ? are you not well ? 

Oth. I haue a paine vpon my forehead, hear c« 

Def Why that’s with watching, t’# ill away againe ; 
Let me but bind it hard, w ithin this houre 
It will be well. 

Oth, Your napkin is too little; 

Let it alone, come He go in with yen. 

■Off. I am very lorry that you arc not well, 

Ga 
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® Sm. I am glad I hau: £buodtys'aap1e% 1 3c'£xk X>t\u i4ad De£ 
This was her firft remembranceiremthe Moore* 3on ;ie / ■ 




That (he referues it ewer more, about her,' b 
To kifle,and talke to j lie ha theworketane our, 
And giu’t I ago : what AeU doc with.it, i • ' - 1 \ 
Heauen knowes,not I, Enter Iago. 

I nothing,but to pleafe his fentafie. ? 

lag. How now, what doe you here alone? 

Em. Doe not you chidej haue a tiling for you , 
lag. A thing for me, it is a common thing— 
Em. Ha? 
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lag To haue a foolifh wife. 

Em. Q,is that a^li? what will yougiue me now, 

For that fame handkerchiefe ?,.rto?gnub a nt i© Qoq* sai I bnA 

lag. What handkerchiefs ?•:.' •• moa » nadf 

Em, WhathancJkwchicfc;?' • > 

Why that the Moore firft gz&fizbfaef demon*. 

That which fooften you didbidrtifliftfcaie;' 

lag. Ha’ ft ftole it from her ? (tailed «ii 

Sm. No faith, flie let itdtop by negligtbcaj ■ P- i lo /, o-l -V 
And to the aduantage,! being hert^ooke.it'vp e i ' < >«- ! • 3 i ; 

Looke,hcre it is. r t '■ ; J ‘* 3 ' u ' ,l 

lag . A good wench glue it me. 

Em. Whatwillyou doewithitj oO - . ‘ •••..!■; .wJ. 

That you haue bin fu earnefl. to haue me filch it ? 

lag. Why .what’s that to you? X® 

Em. If’tbe not for Tome purpofe of import, ; i l .A*0 
Giue mee’t lagaine, poors Lady ,fliec’U run rapd 1 <*i ^d W '\?<£ 
When {he (ball lackc it. . 

lag. Be nor you acknowne on’t,Ihaue vfc for it go leaue ire; 
I will in fitfeio’s lodging lofc this napkin, Exit Em. 

And let him find it : Trifles light as ayre. 

Are to the jealous, confirmations ilrong • ; . 

As proofes of holy Writ, this may doe fomething : 

The Moore already changes with my poilbo, 

c «. ^ an 
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Dangerous conceits are in their natures poifons, 
which at the firft arc fcarce found to diftaft ; . . 

u . with a little a&vpon the blood. Enter Othello. 

Kite “mines of future, I did fry fo = 

Look where he comes,not Poppy.nor Mandragora, 

Nor all the droufie firoppsof the world. 

Shall euer naedecine thee to that fweet flcepc. 

Which thou owedft yefterday. 

Oth. Ha,ha,falfe to me, to me? 

la?. Why how now Generali? no more of that. 

Ot. Auant.bc goh,thou haft fet me on the racke. 

3 fweare;tis better to be much abus'd. 

Then but to know’t a little. 
fa. How now, my Lord? . 

Orfc.Whatfence had I of her ftolne houresoflufts- 
I faw’t not, thought it not.it harm’d not me, 

I flept the next night well.was free, and merry j 
I found not Cafsio’s kiffes on her lips ; 

He that is rob’-i,not wanting what is ftolne. 

Let him not know’r, and hee’s not rob'd at all. 
lag. I am forry to heare this. 

Oth. I had bin happy if the generall Campe, 
pyoners,and all.had rafted her fweet body. 

So I had nothing knowne : O now for cuer 
Farewell thetranquile mind, farewell content ; 

Farewell the plumed troops, and the big warres. 

That makes ambition vertue : O farewell, 

Farewell the neighing Steed, and the fhrill T rumpe. 

The fpirit-ftirring Drumme,thc eate-peircing Fife, 

The royall Banner, and all quality, 

Pride, pomps, and circumftance of glorious warre. 

And,0 y e mortall Engines, whofe wide throates, 

The immortal louts great clamors counterfeit ; 

Farewell ,0thelloe's Occupation’s gone. 
lag. Iftpofsiblemy Lord? 

Oth. Villaine,befure thou proue my Lone a whore* 

Be fare of it.giue me the ocular proofe. 

Or by the worth of my eternall foule, 

n , 
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Thou hidft bin better hme been borne A dog, 

Then anfwerc my wak’d wrath, 

Jag. Ift come to this? 

Ot. Make me to fct*c,or at the lead fo proue it, 

That the probation, beare no hinge,nor loopc. 

To hang a doubt on : or woe vpon thy life. 
lag. My noble Lord. 

Oth. If thou doe ft (lander her, and torture me, 

N euer pray morc,abandon all reroorce • 

O n horrors head, horrors accumulate : 

Do deeds, to make heauen weepe,alleatth amaz'J, 

For nothing canft thou to damnation addc.greatcr then that. 

lag. O grace, O heauendefend me. 

Are you a man.baue you a foule or fence ? 

God buy y ou,take my office,— O wretched feole. 

That liuelt to make thine honefty a vice ; 

0 monftrous world, take nore,cake note O world. 

To be diredfc and hone ft, is not fafe, 

1 thanke you for this profit .and from hence, 
lie loue no friend. fince loue breeds (uch offence. 

Oth, Nay day , thou fhouldft be honeft 
lag , I ftiould be wife,for honeftic’s a foolc. 

And loofes that it workes for. 

Oth. By the world, 

I thinke my wife be honeft,and thinke (he is not, 

I thinke that thou art iuft,and thinke thou art not| 
lie haue fomc proofe : her name that was as freflj 
As ‘Dians vifag,!, now begrimd,and bheke 
As mine owneface t If there be cords,or kniues, 

Poyfon,or fire.orfuffocating ftreaines. 

He no: endure it t would I were fatiffied. 

lag. 1 fee fi r,y ou are eaten vp with pafllon, 

I doe icp nr me that I put it to you j 
You would be fatisfied. 

Oth. Would, nay, l will. 

lag. And raay,buthow,how fatisfied my Lord? 

Would you, the fuperuifion gtoffely gape on, 

Behold her topt? 

wtmi 
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Oth. Deathand damnation— ohr 
Up. It were a tedious difficulty I thinke. 

To bring cm to that profpe<ft,dam em then. 

If euer mortall eyes did fee them boulfter 
More then their owne j what then,how then ? 

What lhall I fay ? where's fatisfa&ion ? 

It is impoffible you Ihould fee this. 

Were they as prime as Goates, as hot as Monkies, 

As fait as Wolucs in pride.and fooles as groffe 
As ignorance made drunke : But yet I fay, 

Ifii'putation and ftrong cireumftances, 

Which Icade direftly to the doorc of truth. 

Will giuc you fatisfaclion.youmay haY. 

Ot. Giue me a liuing reafon,that (ht*s difloyalU 
lag, I doe not like the office. 

But fith I am cntei’J into this caufe fo farre, 

Pricktto'c by foolilh honefty and loue, 

I will goe on : I lay with Cafsir lately. 

And being troubled with a raging tooth, I could not deep?- 
There are a kind of men fo loofe of foule. 

That in their fteepes will mutter their affaires, 

One of this kind is Cap to: 

In fleepe I heard him fay. Sweet Defdtmtna, 

Let vs be wary.let vs hide our loues? 

And then fir would he gripe and wring my hand. 

Cry outjfweet creature,and theokitTe me hard,. 

As if he pluckt vp kiffes-by the rootes. 

That grew vpon my lips, then layed his leg 
Ouer my thigh, and figh’d,and kiffed.and then . 

Cried, curfed fate, that gaue thee to the Moore. 

Oth. O monftrous,monftrous* 

1 ag. Nay,this was but bis dreame. 

Oth, But this denoted a fore- gon conclufion,, 

Tis a (hrewd doubt. tho it be bur a dreame, 
lag. And this may helpe to thicken other proofes; 

That doe denionfirate thinly. 

Oth, He teare her all to peeces. 

N*y,but be wife,yct we fee nothing done. 

She. 
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She may behoneft yet : tell me but this, 

Haue you not fometimes lecne a handkerchicfe, 

Spotted with ftrawberries in your wiues hand? 

Oth. I gaue her fuch a one,twas my firft gift. 

Ug. I know not tbat,but fueh a handkerehiefc 
I am fure it was your wiues,did I to day 
See Cafsio wipe his beard with. 

Oth. If’tbe that, 

lag. If it be that, or any.it dashers, 

It fpeakes againft her, with the other proofes. 

Oth. O that the flaue had forty thoufand hues. 

One is too poore, too weake for my reuenge '• 

Now I doe fee tis true.looke here Iago, ;i 

All my fond loue.thus doe 1 blow to heauen, tis gone. 

Arife blacke vengeance from thy hollow Cell, 

Yeeld vp O loue thy crowne,and hearted Throne, ' ■ 

To tyrranous hate,fwell bofome with thy fraught, 

For tis of Afpicks tongues. hi kettles, 

lag. Pray be content. 

Oth. O blood, fago, blood. 

lag. Patience I fay, your mind perhaps may change. 

Oth. Neuer lags'. 

Like to the PontickJie&> 

Whofe icy current and compulliue courfe, 

Ne’r feels retiring cbbe,but keepes due on. 

To the Tropontick.and the Htllefptntx 

Euen fo my bloody thoughts, with violent pace, 

Shall neVe looke backe.ne’re ebbe to humble loue. 

Till that a capeable and wide reuenge 
Swallow them vp. Now by yond marble Heauen 
I n the due reuerence of a (acred vow, 

I here ingage my words. 

lag. Doe not rife y et : Iago kneels. 

Witmffe the euer-buming lights aboue. 

You Elements that clip vs round about ; 

Wicndle that here, Iago dotkgiue vp 
The execution of his wit, hand, hearr, 

To wrong’d Or/je/Zw^feruice : let him command. 
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And to obey, (ball be in m e rcmorce. 

What bloody worke fo cuer. 
nth I erect thy loue ; 

Mnt with vainc thanks,but with acceptance bouftteous, 
And will vpon the inftant put thee to’c. 

Within thtfc three daycs,lec me hearc thee fay. 

That Cafsio’ s not aliue. 

lag. My friend is dead; 

Tis d aoe as you requcft.buc let her me. 

Otb. Dam her lewd minks : O dam her, 

Cotne,g°c with me apirt,I will withdraw. 

To furmlh me with fome fwifc meanes of death, 
iw rhe faire deuill : now art thou my Lemtenant. 
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Enter Defdemona,Emilla<i»<i the Clowne. 

J)ef. Doc you know (irra, where the Leiutenant Cafsio lies ? 

Clo '. I dare not fay he lies any where. 

Clo' He is aSoldier, and for one to fay a Soldier lies, is (tabbing. 

Def. Go to.where lodges he? 

Clo. To tell you where he lodges, is to teilyou where I lie. 

Def. Can any thing be made of this? 

Clo. I know not where he lodges, and for me to deuife a lodging, 
and fay he lies there, were to lie in mine owne throarc. 

Def. Can you enquire him out,andbe edified by report? 

Clo. I will cathcchize the world for him, that is, make queftions. 
And by them anfwer. 

Def. Seekchim, bid him come hither, tell him I haue mouedmy 
Lord in his behalfe,and hope all will be well. 

Clo. To doe thiSjis within the coropalfe of mans wicte and there- 
fore lie attempt the doing of it. 1 Exit. 

Def. Where (hould I loofe that handkerchiefe EmiHia ? 

Em. I know not Madam. 

Def. Btleeue me,I had rather loofe my purfe 
FullofCrufadoes : and but my noble Moore 
Is true of mind, and made of no (iich bafenefle, 

As icalous creatures are, it were enough 

H To 
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To put him toHll thinking. 

Em. Isbenotiealous? 

Def. Who he ? I tbinke the Sun where he was borne. 
Drew all fuch humors Iron him. Enter Othello. 

Em. Looke where he comes. ; 

Def I will not leauc him now, 

Till Cafsio be cald to him : how is it with you my Lord ? 

Oth. Well my good Lady ; O hardneffe to disenable t 
How doe you Defdemotta ? 

Dtf. Well, my good Lord. 

Oth Giue me your hand,this hand is moift my Lady. 

Dtf It yet has felt no age,nor knowne noforrow. 

Oth. This argues fruit fuludle and liberall hearr, 
Hotshot, and moy ft, this Hand of yours requires 
A fcquefter from liberty ; fading and praying. 

Much caftigation.exercife dcuout 5 

For here’s a young and fweating deuill here. 

That commonly rebels : tisa good hand, 

A franke one. 

Dtf You may indeed fay fo. 

For twas that hand that gaue away my heart. 

Oth. A liberall hand, the hearts of old gaue hands. 
But our new herraldry is hands, not hearts, 

Def. I cannot fpeake ofthis ; come now your promife. 

Oth. What promife chucke ? 

Dtf I haue lent to bid Cafsio come fpeake with you. 

Oth. I haue a fait and fallen rhurnc offends me, 

Lend me thy handkerchiefe. 

Dtf. Here my Lord. 

Oth , That whkh l gaue you. 

Dtf. I haue it not about me. 

Oth . Not. 

Def. No indeed my Lord.. 

Oth Thats a faults that handkerchiefe 
Did an Egyptian to my mother giue. 

She was a Charmor,and could almoft reade ’ 

The thoughts of people 5 (he told her while (he kept ir, 

T would make her amiable,andfubdue my father 
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Intirely to her Uuc s But if fhe loft it, 

Or made a gift of it ; my fathers eye 

Should hold her loathed, and his fpirits-fhoald hunt 

After new fancies ; She dying, gaue it me, 

And bid me, when my fate would haue me wiue. 

To giue it her ; I did fo,and take heed on’t, 

Make it a darling, like your pretious eye, 

7oloofe,or giue’e away, were fuch perdition, 

As nothing elfe could match. 

Def. I’ft poflible ? 

Oth. Tis true.thet’s tnagicke in the web of it, 

A Sy bell that had numbred in the world. 

The Sun to courfc two hundred cotnpaffes, 

Inher prophetique fury,fowed the worke s 

The wormes were hallowed that did breed the Hike, 

And it was died in Mummy, which the skilful! 

Conceruc ofMaidens hearts. 

Def. Indeed, i’ft true ? 

Oth. Moft veritable,therefore looke to’t well. 

Def. Then would to God that l had ncuer feene it. 

Oth. Ha, wherefore ? 

Def. W hy doe you fpeake fo ftartingly and raih ? 

Oth. I’ft loft ? i’tt gone ? fpeake, is it out o’the way ? 

Def. Blcffe vs. 

Oth. Say you? 

Def. It is not loft.but what and if it were ? 

Oth. Ha. 

Def, I fay it is not loft. 

Oth. Fctch’tjlcc me fee it, 

Dtf. Why fo I can lir,but I will not now, 

This is a tricke,to put me from my fuite, 

I pray let C aft to be receiu’d againe. 

Oth. Fetch me that handkerchiefe, my mind mifgiuei, 

Dt. Come, come, you’i neuer meet a more fufficient man* 

Oth. The handkerchiefe. 

Dtf. A man, that all his time 
Hath founded his good fortunes on your loue. 

Shar’d dangers with you, 

Ha ' Or*. 
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Oth. The handkerch'efe. 

Def. In foothyou arc too blame. 

Oth. Away. . Exit* 

Em, Is not this man iealous? 

Def I nere faw this before : 

Sure ther’s fome wonder in this handkerchicfe, 

I an mod vnhappy in the lofle of it. 

Enter Iago<«<f Caflio. 

Em. Tis not a yeare or two (hewes vs a man. 

They are all but ftocmcks, and we all but foode ; 

They eate vs hungerly.anJ when they arc full* 

They belch vs ;looke y ou, Cnjiio and my husband. 

lag. There is no other way, tis (he muft doe it. 

And loe the happmefle,goe,and importune her. 

Def. H ow now good Cafsio i whats the newes with you ? 

Cu f. Madam ,my former fuitc : I doe bcieech you. 

That by your vertuous meanes.I may againe 
£xiftjand be a member of his loue. 

Whom I .with all the office of my heart, 

Intirely honcur.I would not be delayed; 

If my c fLncebeoffuch mortall kind. 

That not my feruic • paffinor pre-fcm forrowes, 

Nor< purpos’d merrit in futurity, 

Can ranfome me into his leue againe, 

Tut to know fo.muft be my benefit, 

So (hall I coath me in a forc’d content,. 

And (but my felfe vp in fome other coutfe, 

T o fortunes almes. 

Def Alas thrice gentle Cafio, 

My aduocation is not now in tune ; 

My Lord is hot my Lord, nor (hculd I know him. 

Were he intauour,3s inhunroraltred : 

So helpe me,euery fpirit fanfrified. 

As I haue fpoken for you all my beft. 

And flood wichin the blanke ofhisdifpleafure. 

For my l ree Ipetch : you muft a while be patient, 

What Lean doe I will,and more I will 
Then for my (elle I date, let that luffice you* 
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fag. is my Lord angry ? 

Em He went hence but now. 

And certainely in ftrange vnquietneffe. 

Can he be angry ? I haue fecne the Cannon, 

When it hath blownc his rankes into the ay re ; 

And flike the deuillJ k ovn his very annc ’ 
puft his owne brother, and can he be angry ? _ 

Something of moment then : I will goe meet him. 

There’s matter in’c indeed, if he be angry, 

Def. I prethee doe fo : (otnething fure of State, 

Either from V enice , or fome vnhatcht pradice. 

Made demonftrable here in Ctpres to him. 

Hath pudled his cleere fpirit, and in fuch cafes. 

Mens natures wrangle with inferiour things, 

Tho great ones are the obied, 

Tis euen fo ; for let our finger ake. 

And it endues our other healthfull members, 

Euen to that fenfeof paine ; nay>we muft thinkc. 

Men are not gods. 

Nor of them looke for fuch obferuances 
As fits the Bridall : belhrew me much Emiliia, 

I was (vnhandlbme warrior as I am) 

Arraigning his rnkindnefle with my foule ; 

But now I find, I had fubbornd the wicndTe, 

And hee’s indited falfly. 

£m. Pray heauen it be State matters as you thinke. 

And no conception, nor no iealous toy 
Concerning ) ou. 

Def. Alas the day, I neuer gaue him caufe. 

Em. But iealous foules will not be anfwcrcd fo* 

They are not euer iealou for the caufe. 

But iealous for t rey are iealous : tis a monfter. 

Begot vpon it (tlfe, borne on it felfe. 

Def Heauen keepe that monfter from Othello's mind. 

Em. Lady, Ameo. 

Def I win g OC feeke him -.Cafsio walke here about. 

If I doefindehi n nc,'l mouc vourfuite, Exeunt DeCd. 

Audfeeke toeffied it to my vtterrnoft. etnd Emillia* 

H 3 Cafr 
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Caf I humbly thanke your Ladifliip* Enter Bianca. 

Bian. Sauc you friend Cafsto. 

Caf What make you from home? • 

How is it with you my moft faire Btanca ? , 

Indeed fweec loue I was comming co your houfe. 

2m. And I was going to your lodging fafiia j 
What.kcepe a weeke away ?feuen daies and nights, 

Eightfcore eight houres,and loners abfent houres. 

More tedious then the diall.eightfcore times. 

Oh weary reckoning. 

Caf Pardon me Bianca, 

I haue this while with leaden thoughts bin preft, 

But 1 (hall in a more conrinuate time. 

Strike off this fcore of abfence fweet Bianca, 

Take me this worke out. 

Bia. Oh Cafsio, whence came this? ; 

This is fome token from a newer friend 
To the felt abfence,now I fcelc a caufc, 
l*ft come to this 1 well, well. 

Caf Go to woman, 

Throw your vile gheffes in the deuills teeth, 

From whence you haue them, you are jealous now. 

That this is from fome Miftris/ome remembrance, 

No in good troth Bianca, 

Bia. Why,whofe is it ? 

Caf. I know notfweet.I found it in my chamber, 

I like the worke well,ere it be demanded. 

As like enough it tvill,rde haue it coppied. 

Take it and ao’t.and leaue me for this time. 

Bia. LeaueyoUjWherefore? 

Caf I doe attend here on the Generali, 

And thinke it no addition, nor my wiih, ' : . d 

To haue him fee me woman’d. 

Bh. Why I pray you? 

Caf Not that 1 loue you not. 

Bia. Euc chat you doe not loue me: 

I pray you bring me on the way a little. 

And fay, if I (hall fee you foone at night. 
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Cat Tis but a little way that I can bring you, 
Crtr I attend here, but lie fee you foone. 

Bia. Tis very good, I muft be circumftanc’d.' 

AEIm 4. Secern i. 

Enter Iago and Othello* 



6 1 



Exeunt, 



Tair X TX Till you thinkefo? 

H ' V V Oth. Thinkcfo lag,, 
lag, What,to kiffe in priuate ? 

Oth. An vnauthoriz’d kifle. 

lag. Or to be naked with her friend abed, 

Anhoure,or more mot meaning any harme ? 

Oth. Nakedabcd /^.andnotmeane harme? 

It is hipocrifa againft the deuill : 

They that meane vertuoufly,and yer doe fo. 

The deuill their vertue tempts.and they tempt heaueti. 

lag. Soe they doe nothing, tis a veniall flip ; 

But if 1 giuemy wifeahandkerchicre. 

Oth. What then? 

lag. Why then tis hers my Lord, and being hers. 

She may, I tbinkc^beftow’c on any man. 

Oth. She is proteflrefle of her honour too. 

May {he giue that ? 

lag. Her honour is an eflence that’s not feene. 

They haue it very oft, that haue it not : 

But for the handkerchiefe. 

Oth. By heauen, I would moft gladly haue forgot it t 
Thou faidft (O it comes ore my memory. 

As doth the Rauen o’re the infe&ed houfe. 

Boding to all.) He had my handkerehiefe. 

J«g. 1, what of that? 

Oth. That’s not fo good now. 

lag. What If I hadfaid l had feenhim do you wrong? 

Or heard him fay, (as knaucs be fuch abroad, 

VVho hauing by their owne importunate fuite,, 

Or 
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Or voluntary dotage of fome miftris, 

Coniured,or fupplied them, cannot chafe, 

But they muft blab.) 

Oth. Hath he faid any thing ? 
lag. He hath my Lord, but be you well afliit’d, - 
No more then hee’l vnfweare. 

Oth. What hath he fayd? 

lag. Why that he did — I know not what he did. 

Oth. Whati* fag. Lye. 

Oth. With her? 

Jag. With her, on her,w!nc you will. 

Oth. Liewithher, lieonher? We fay lie on her, when they bely 
herj lye with her, that’s fulfomc, handkerchiefs, confession, hand- 
kerchiefs : to conft(f.-,and be bang’d for his labour,fit ft to be hangv, 
and then to confefle ; i tremble at it : Nature would not inueft her- 
felfe in fuel) ftudowing palsion, without fome inftru&ion : It is not 
words chat fhakesme thus, (pi(h)nofcs,e3res,andlippes : Is’tpofsi- 
blc ? confefle ? handkerchief. ? O deuill. FaHes in a trance. 

fag. Worke on my medicine, worke : thus credulous foolcsare 
caught,ard nany worthy a id chart Dimes. euen thus (all guiltleife.) 
meet reproach ; What ho my Lord, my Lord 1 fay, Othello, — how 
now Cafsio ? Enter Cafsio* 

Caf. What’jthemattci ? 

lag. My Lord is falne into an Epil pfy , 

This is his fecond fi-,he hadone ytfterday. 

Caf. Rub him about the temples. 
lag. No forb. are, 

TheLethargieir.ulVhru?h : sqhietcourfe,- 
lfnor,he foa ires at mouth.andby ami by ' i 
Breakes oar rofauage madmfle? looke.he flirres: 

Doe you withdraw your felfe a little while, 

Ke will rtc >uei ftraight ; when heis gone, 

I would on great occafionfpeake with you. 

How is it Generali bane you not hurt your head? 

Oth. Dp,t thou nKcke m i* Exit Caf. 

lag . I mod; e on ? no by heauert, 

Wou : dyou would beare your fortunes like a man. 

Oth. A horned man’s a monfter.and a beaft. 

lag 
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Ug. There’s manya beaft then in a populous City, 

And many a ciuill monfter. 

Oth. Did he confefle? 
jag. Good fir be a man, 

Thinke euery bearded fellow, that's but yoak’d. 

May draw with you, the re’s millions now aliue. 

That nightly lye in thofe vnproper beds. 

Which they dare fwcare peculiar : your cafe is better t 

0 tis the fpite of hell.the fiends arch mocke, 

To lip a wanton in a fecure C ouch. 

And to fuppoie her chafte : No, let me know. 

And knowing what I am, I know what fbe fhail be. 

Oth. O thou art wife,tis certaine. 
lag. Stand you a while apart. 

Confine your felfe but in a patient lift : 

Whilft you were here orewhelmed with your griefe, 

( A pafiion moft vnfitting fuch a man,) 

Cafsio came hither,I (hifted him away. 

And layed good feufe vpon your extafy; 

Bad him anon retire, and here fpeake with me, 

The which he promis’d : But incaue your felfe. 

And marke the geeres,the gibes, and notable fcornes, 

That dwell in euery region of his face } 

For I will make him tellthc tale anew. 

Where, how,how oft, how long agoc,and when, 

He has,and is againe to cope yout wife : 

1 fay, but marke his ieafture,raary patience, 

Or I ihall fay , you are all in all,in fpleene. 

And nothing of a man. 

Oth. Dolt thou heare 

I will be found moft cunning in my patience ; 

But doeft thou heare, moft bloody. 
lag That’s not amiffe s 

But yet keepe time in all : will you withdraw ? 

Now will I queftion Cafsio of ’Bianca ; 

A hufwife,that by felling her defires, 

Buyes her felfe bread and cloaches j it is a creature, 

That dotes on Cafsio j as tis the ftruropets plague 
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To beguile mahy,and be beguil'd by one : j Enter Caf. 

He, when be heares of her cannot refraine 
From the excefle of laughter s here he comes * 

As he (hall fmil e.OtbeBo (hill goe mad. 

And his vnbookifh iealoufie truft confter 
Poore Cafsio's fniles,geftures,a/id!ight behauiour, r l 

Quite in the wrong : How doe you now Leiutenant ?. 

Caf. The Woifer that you giuc me the addition, 

W hofe want t uen kills nae. ! 

lag. Ply Dt [demon a well, and you are fure on’t. ° • 

Now, if this fuite lay inBianca’s power. 

How quickly fhould you fpced. 

Caf. Alas poore catiue. 

Oth. Looke how he laughes already* 

I neuer knew a woman loue man fo* 

Caf Alas poore rogue, I thinke indeed Ihe loues me, 

Otb. Mow hedenies it faintly, and laughes it out. ) 

lag. Doe you heare Cafsiol 

Otb Now he irrportiines hiai to telllit on ; 

Goeto,wellfaide. < : n 

lag She giues it out that you (ball marry her* 

Doe you intend it ?■ 

Caf Ha,ha,ha. 

Otb. Do; you triumph Roman^doe yea triumph ? 

Caf. I marry her ? what ? a Culloifier ; 

J prethee beare fome charity to my wit, • ; • ' ■ 

Doe not thinke it fo vnvvholefbme : h;»jha,lia. ; ' 1= 

Otb. So, fo,fo,(b,thcy laugh that wins. *1“ ; . . i:.: ■ '-iG 

lag. Why, the cry goes,thac you (hall marry her,. 

Caf. Prethee fay true. 
lag. I am a very villaine elfe. 

Otb. Ha you fcoar’d me ? well. s; -oris :i>ol»iuji 

Caf. This is the tnenkies own fining out} ihe is perfwadedl will 
marry her, out of her own loue and flattery , not cut of my promife. 
Otb, lago beckons me,i oW he bigins the frory. 

Caf. She was heerc euen now, (he haunts me in euery place, I vas 
tothcr day talking ©n the fea banke with certaine Venttians , and thi- 
thercymes this bauble, fals toe thus about my necks. 

‘ ’ ~ ‘ ' Oth 
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Oth Crying, 1 Odcare Cafsto as it were : his geflure imports it. 
Caf. So hangs, and iolls, andweepes vpon me ; fohales, andp 

mC oth! Now he tells how flie plnckt himto my Chamber j 
I fee chat rio'eofy ours, but not that dog I (hall tbrow’t to, < 

■' C*f. Well, l rnufl Icjuc her company : Snter £ianca. 

Before me, looke where (he comes, 

Tis fuch another Fitchew ; marry a perfum’d one s What doe you 

tneane by thishaunting of me ? ... . 

Sian. Let the deutll and his dam haunt you : what did you meane 
bv that fame handkerchiefe you g sue nice euen now ? i was a fine 
foole to take it ; S muii take rut the worke,a likely peece ot worke, 
that you fhould find it in j our chamber, and not know who left ic 
there : this is fome minxes token, and I mu ft take out the worke j 
tbere.giue it the hobby borfe ; whetefocucr you had it, lie take out no 

worke on’t. 

Caf f How now my fweet Bianca , how now, how now ? 

Oth. By heauen thac.fliould be my handkerchiefe. 

Bia. An y ou’ll come to Copper to night,y ou raay,att y ou will not, 
«otne when you are next prepar’d for. £ 

lag. After her, after her. 

Caf. I mod flit e’f raile i’the flreet die. 

Jag, You fup there. 

, Caf. Yts,I intend fo* . . ' 

kg. Well, I may chance to feeyou,for I would very fame fpcake 
with you. 

C»f. Prethe come will you? 

lag. Goe to, f»y no more. Cafllo. 

Otb, How (hall I murder him lago f 

lag. Did you percciue,how he laughed at his vice ? 

Osh. O laga. 

lag And did you fee the handkerchiefe ? 

Oih. Was that mine? 

1 would lime him nine yeres a killing i a fine woman, a fairs woman, 
a Iweet woman. 

hx ay.ycumuflfof get that 

Oth. And 4tt her rot and periifi, and be damb’d to night, tor Ih?e 
Jhall not liue; no.my heart is turn'd to a ftone, i ftrike it,anu it hm cs 

la tny, 
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my hand i O the world has not a fweeter creature, flic might lie by an 
Emoefcurs fide, and Command him taskes. 

fa. Nav,thatf» not your way. , , ' 4 . 

Oth. Hang her, I dpe not fay what (he is j So delicate With her 
need’c, an admirable mufirian ; O (he willfing the faua gene (Te out 
of a Bsare ;offohye andplenteons wit and inuention. 
fag Shee’s the worfe for all this. 

Oth. A thoufand thoufand times : and then of fo gentle aeon, 
dicion. ... 

lag. I, too gentle. 

Oth. Nay thats certaine,but yet the pitty of it [ago, oh the pitty. 
Jag. If you be fo fond oucr her iniquity ,giuc her patent to offend, 
for if it touches not you,it comes neere no body . 

Oth. I will chop her into meffes, — cuckold me 1 
lag. O.tisfoule in her. 

Oth ■ With mine Officer. 
lag. That's fouler. 

Oth. Get me fome poifon f*go, this night lie not expoftulate with 
her, left her body and beauty vnprouide my mindeagen, this night 

I ago. 

lag. Doe it not with poifon, ftrangle her in her bed,euen the bed 
fhe hath contaminated. 1 

Oth. Good.good,theiufliceofitp!eafes, very good. 

Ia. And for Cafsio y let me be his vndertaker j y ou (hall heare more 
by midnight A T rumpet. 

Enter Lodouico, Defdemona, and Attendants. 

Oth. Excellent good : 

What Trumpet is that fame? 

lag. Some thing from Venice fure ; tis Lodouico 
Come from the Duke,andfee,your wife is with him.. 

Lod. Saue you worthy Generali. 

Oth. W itih all my heart fir. 

Lod . The Duke and Senators of Venice greet you. 

Oth . I kifle the inftrumenc of their pleafures. 

Def And What’s the newes good coufen Lodouico t 
lag. I am very glad to fee you Seignior s— ; 

Welcome co Cyprus ted. 
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Lod. I thanke you, how does Leiutenant Cafsio? 
ut. Liues fir, 

®</:Coufen, there’s falne between him and my Lord, 
An vnkind breach, but you (hall make all well. 

Oth. Are you fare of that? , 

Def My Lord. 

Oth. This faile you not to doe, as you will.— 

Lod. He did not call, hee’s bufic in the paper : 

Is there Diuifion twixt my Lord and Cafsio ? 

Def A mod vnhappy one, I would doe much 
Toattone them, for the loue l beare to Cafsio. 

Oth. Fire and Brimftone. 

Def My Lord. 

Oth. Are you wife? 

Def What, is he angry ? 

Lod. May be the letter mou'd him ; 

For as I thinke,they doe command him home. 

Deputing Cafsio in his gouernement. 

4 Def Truft me, I am glad on.r. 

Oth. Indeed. 

Def. My Lord. 

Oth. Iam glad to fee you mad. 

Def. How fweet Otbdlo 1 
Oth. Deuill. 

• Def I hauenot deferu’dchis. 

Lod. My Lord, this would not be belceu'd in Venice. 
Tho I (hould fweare I faw’t : tis very much. 

Make her amends,(he weepes. 

Oth. O Deuill,Deuill, 

If that the earth couldteeme with womens teares,. 

Each drop lhe falls,would proue.a Crocadile : 

Out of my fight. 

L>ef I will not ftay to offend you. 

Lod. Truly an obedient Lady : 

I doe befeechyour Lordlhip,call her backe. 

Oth. Miftreffe. 

Vef My Lord. 

W hat would you with her fir ? j 
» 1 3 
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Lod. Who.I tny Lord ? V 

Orfe. I, you < id wi(h that I would make her turncs 
Sir the can turnerfnd tume,andyet goeon, 1 .. > 

And turne againe, and flurjCjin we« |>e fir, wcepe ; 

And (he’s obedient, as you fry , obedient;, ; : % 0 21£ jj 0 - .. 

Very obedient y proceed y ou in your teares, .. ,,, i ^ 

Concerning this fir : O W«.llpa|pted p?CsioP* j.,j £ l A . ,<V v 

I am co mmanded home : — get you away, 
lie fend for you anon **— Sir, I obey the mandat. 

And will returne to V (nice t hence, anant, 

Cafsio fliall haue my place, ; and fir to night 

I doe intreat that we may Tup together, . . ^ 

You are welcome fir to Cyprus ,— goates and monk ies. Exit, 

Lod. Is this the noble Moore, whom our full Senate 
Call all in all fufftcient / This the noble nature, 

Whom patfion could not (hake ? Whofe folid vertae. 

The (hot of accident, nor dart of chance 

Could neither graze nor peirce ? 0 . , ; ; k ! 

hg. He is much changed. . 

Lod. Are his witsfr fe ? is he not light of brame ? 
lag. He's that he is, I may not breath my cenfure. 

What he might be,if what he might,he is not, 

I would to heauen he were. 

Lod. What,ftrike his wife. 
lug. Faith that was not fo well ; yet would 1 knc 
That ftroake would proue the word. 

Lod. Isithisvfc? 

Or did the letters worke vpon his blood. 

And new create this fault ? 
lug. Alas, alas? 

It is not honeftv in me to fpeaKe 

What I h ue feenc and kriowne \ you (hall obferue 

AndhisownecotirfesWilldenotehimCb, . 

That » may faue my fpeech : doe but goe after him, 

And marke how he continues. ;i! ' : 

L od. I am lorry t hat 1 am decern'd in him. EKtuttp. 

Enter Othello and Emillia. 

Oth . You haue feene nothing client . , , ’ " . 
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T „. Nor euer heard . nor euer did fufpift. 

Oth Yes,andyou haue feene Cafsio and (hi together. 

Em But then I faw no harme, and then 1 heard 
Each tillable that breath made vp betweene’em. 

Otb What, did thy neuer whi per ? 

Em. Ncuer,,my Lord. 

Oth. Nor fend you out o’the way ? 

Em. Nciier. , . 

nth To fetch her fan.her mask, her gloucs, nor nothing 

£».Neuer, my Lord. 

Of fe* That’s ftrange. 

Em Idarftmy Lord, to wager (he is honeft. 

Lay downe my foule at ftake : if you thinke other, 
Remouc your thought, it doth abufe your bofome. 

If any wretch ha put this in your head, 

L*t heauen require it with the Serpents curfc. 

For if (he be not honeft, chalk, and true, 

There’s no man happy, the pureft of their wiues, _ 

Is foule as {lander. Extt Emitlia 

Oht Bid her come hither, goe, 

She (ayes enough, yet {he’s a Ample bawde, 

That cannot fay as much: this is a fubtle whore, 

A clofet, loeke sad key,of villainous fecrets, 

Andyet {het’i kneele and pray , T ha feene her do’c 
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DtfMy Lord, what is your will? r 
Oth. Pray chucke come hither. 

Def What is yout pleafure ? 

Oth Let me fee youreyes-lookeinmyface. 

“Def. What horrible fancy,s this ? 

Oth Some of your fondtion Miftrifle, 

Leans procreants alone, anb (hue the dore, 

Coffe, or cry hem, if any body come, 

Youtmift my.yoanmiftery ; nay di'pitch. 

Def. Vpon my knees, What does your fpeech import? 
I vnderftand a fury in your words, . 

■But not the words. 

Oth. Wiy,whacattthou? 





Def 
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Def Your wife my Lord,your trueancLjoyall wife. . 

Oth. Come,fvreare it,dam tby felfe. 

Left being likeoneof heauen, the deuills themfelues 
Should feare to ccafe thee, therefore be double dambd ; 
Sweare thou arc honeft. 

Def. Heauen doth truely know it. 

Oth. Heauen truely knoives,that. thou art falfc as hell. 

Def. To whom,my Lord,vith whom how am I falfe ? 

Oth. O Defdcmotta, away,away,away. 

Def. Alas the heauy day ,why do you weepe ? 

Am I the occafion of chofe teares my Lord ? 

If haply you my father doe fufpeft, 

An inftrument of this your calling backe. 

Lay not your blame on nje ; if you haue loft him. 

Why I haue loft him too. 

Oth. Had it pleas'd heauen 
To try me wichaffli&ion.bad he rain’d 
All kindes of fores, and fhames on my bare head. 

Steep’d me in pouerty,to the very lips, 

Giuen to captiuity ,me and my hopes, 

I fliould baue found in fo.ne part of nay foule 
A drop of patience; but alas, to make me 
A fixed figure, for the time of fcorne, 

To point his flow vnmouing finger at- — oh,oh. 

Yet could I bearethat tpo^ well, very well.- 
But there, where I haue garnet’d vp my heart, 

Where either I muft liue^rbeare no life. 

The founraine from the which my currant runnes> 

Or elfe dryes vp,to be difearded thence. 

Or keepe it asaccfterne,forfouleToades 
To knot and gender in: turne thy complexion there, 
Patience thy young androfe-lip’d Cherubin, 

I here looke grim as Hell. 

Def. 1 hope my noble Lordefteemes.me honeft. 

Oth. O I, as fummers flies are in the fhatnbles, 

That quicken euen with blowing : 

O thou black weed,why art fo louely faire ? 

Thou fmell’ft fofwcet, that the fened akes at thee, 
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Would thou hadftne’re bin borne. 

Def ftlaSjWhatijgnorantfinne haue I committed? 

Oth. Was this faire paper,this meft goodly booke. 

Made to write whore vpon ?<—■ What committed ? 

Committed ; Oh thou publike Commoner; 

I (houtd make very forges of my checkes. 

That would to cinders burne vp modeftic, 
pid I but fpeake thy deeds : what committed ? 

Heauen flops the nofe at it, and the Moone winkesj 
The bawdy wind that kifles all it meets. 

Is hufht within the hollow mine of earth. 

And will not hear’c : — what committed, — impudent (trumpet, 

Def. By heauen you doe me wrong. 

Oth. Arc not you a (trumpet? 

Def. No,as I am aChriftian : 

Iftopreferuethis veflell for my Lord, 

From any other foule vnlawfull touch, 

Be not to be a drum pet, I am none. 

Oth, Whatnot a whore? 

Def. No,asIflullbcfaued. 

Oth. Iftpoflible? 

Def O heauen forgiue vs. 

Oth. I cry you mercy then, 

I tooke you for that cunning whore of Venice, Enter Emillia. 

That married with O the He : You miftrifle, 

That haue the office oppofite to S. Peter, 

Andkeepes the gates in hell ; yoo,you,I,you ; 

We ha done our coirfe ; there’s money for your paines, 

I pray you turne the key, and kec pe our counfell. Exit. 

Em. Alas, What does this Gentleman conceiue : 

How doe you Madam ? how doe you my good Lady : 

Def. Faith halfe a fleepe. 

£m. Good Madam,what’s the matter with my Lord? 
lief. With who? 

Em. Why .with my Lord,Madam. 

Def. Who is thy Lord ? 

Em. He that is yours,fweet Lady. 

Def I ha none, doe not talke to me Emi&U, 

k i 
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I cannot weepe, nor anfwere hauc I none, 

Bik what fhould goe by water j prethee to night 
Lay on my bed ony wedd ng iheets, remember. 

And call thy husband hither. ^ 

Em. Here iM change ind :ed. Exit* 

Def Tis meet I fhould be vfde fo,very meet. 

How haue I bin bthau d, that he tmghc ftieke 



The fmalf.ft opinion on my leaftmifufe. Enter Iago 

lag. What is your pkafure Madam? And Emillia. 

How i’ft with you? 

‘Def 1 can not tell : thofe that doe teach young babes. 

Doe it with gentle roeaoes,and eafic taskes j 
He might ha chid me fo,for in good faith, 

I am a childe to chiding. 

lag. What is the matter Lady? 

8m. Alas f ago, my Lord hathfobewhor’d her, '• l! 

Thrownefach dtfpite.and heauy termes vpon her. 

As true hearts can not beare. , ; . J 

E>tf Am I that name Jago? 
lag What name faire Lady? 

Def. Such as Hie fav es my Lord did fay I was. 

Em. He call’d her whore ;abegger in his diinke, 

Ciould not haue layed fuch tcarmes vpon his Callet. 
lag WW’ did h- for 

Dtf I do not know, I am fare I am none fach; 

Jag. Doc not wee pe,uoe not weepe : alas the day. 

Em. Has the forfo >ke fa many noble marches, 

Her Father, and her Countt ey ,and her F riends. 

To b'- crld whore? would it nor make one weepe? 

‘Dcf. k is my wretched fortu-’e. 

jag. Beflv ew him for it.- how comes this ti icke vpon him? 

Def. Nay ,heauen doth know. 

Em. I will be h mgdyif fame t ternall villaine. 

Some bufie and infinuating rogue. 

Some cogging, coufening {hue, to get (omeoffice, ,~ - 

Haue not dcuilde this flander.Ile be hang’ddfe. 

Jag Fie there is no fuch man it is impofsible, 

pef if any fwGh there are heauen jaaidoa iiira*. - , 

^ “ jiMr 
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Em- A halter parden hin^artd hell gnaw his bouts i 
Why faould he call her whore? who keepcs her company? 

What place, what time, what forme, what likelihood? 

The Moore’s abus’d by fame rnoft villanousknaue; 

Some bate notorious knaue/orae feuruy fellow ; 

Oheaaen.that fuch corrpauions thoudft vnfold. 

And put in euery honeft hand a whip, 

To Ufa the rafcall, naked through the world, 

Euen from the eaflto’th weft. 

jag. Speake within dores. 

Sm. O fie vpon him ; fame fuch fquire he was, 

That turnd your wit,thcfcamy fide without. 

And made you to fafped me with the Moore. 

Jag. You are a foole,goe to, 

Def. O good Iago, 

What faall 1 doe to win my Lord againe ? 

Good friend goe to him, for by this light of heauen, 

I know not how i loft him. 

Here I kcitele : 

If ere my will did rrefpaflfe 'gainft his louc. 

Either in difcourfe,or thought.ora&uall deed. 

Or that mine eyes,mineeares,or any fence. 

Delighted them in any other forme j 
Or that I doe not yet.and euer did. 

And euer will (though he doe faake me off 
To beggcrly diuorcvment,) loue him detrely : 

Comfort forfweare mej vnkindneffc may doe much. 

And his vnkindnefie may defeat my life. 

Bur neuer taint my loue, I can not fay whore. 

It dothabhorre me,oow I fpcake the word. 

To doe the ad .that might th’addition earne. 

Not the worlds made of vanity could make me. 

lag. I pray you be pontenc, tis buc his humour. 

The bufinefle of the State does him offence. 

And he dw s chide w ii h you , 
t>‘f If t were no other, 

("£• Tis but fo,I warrant you : 

Hatse how thefe Inftruments fummon you to fupper. 

Ka The 
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The rotate, great Msflengers off' enice ftay ; 

Got iOiand wscpe not,ail thiogs fluil be well- Exit women. 

How now RMp ! „ . ^ *"»' R ° Jt "S°- 

Rod. I doe not finde that thou dcalft laftly with me. 

lag. What in the contrary ? ' . M . 

Rod Eucry day thou doffcft me, with fome demfe Ug * ; and rather, 
as it feemes to me now„!<ecVft from me all conuemency, then Pup- 
plieft me with the lead aduanrage of hope : I will indeed no longer 
indure it, nor am I yet perfwaded to pat vp it* peace, what already I 

haue foolifh'y fuffered. 

jAg.. Will you heare me R odcrigo ? 

Rod , Sir,I haue heard too much. 

For your words and performance. 

Are no kin together. 

Ug. You charge me mod wnmftly, 

. Rad Witn nought but trueth: I haue wafted my JJfe out of 
meanes ; the lewels you haue hid from me, to deltuer to Vefdemt,*, 
would half.- haue corrupted a Votarift : you haue told me Ihe hasre- 
cem’dem,an i return’d me expedition, and cqmfortspffuddaHiere- 
fped andacquaintance,btit l find none. 

Ltr. We’Lgoe to,wcry well. 

Rfd. Very well, go* to, l-can not go to (man.) nor t’rs not very 
well; I fay t’is very fcuruy,andbegin to fm l tiny fehe iopt in it. 

jJS lfty y iSnot verv fctfff* I wiilmake rav felfe known to >©* 
demon * ; if line will returne me my Iewels I will giue oner my h»tt, 
and repent ray vnlawfuU fpllicicati-n, if not, allure your felfe, 1* 
feeke fatisfadion cf-you. 

?ae. You haue faide now. . 

Rod. I, and faide nothing, but what 1 proteft intendment 

jag Why now I fee there’s mettle in thee, and euen from tbil 
inftanc, doe build on thee a better opinion then euer before » 
giue me thy hande i?^ <r :Thou haft taken a g amft ^ e ^'° in 
iuft conception, but yet I proteft, I haue dealt moft diredly 

shy affiire. 

fagl r^antS nocappeat’^and your fufpition 
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. L , ,»;rre and iudeement s But Riderigo, if thou haft that within 
Withou ^ j jj aue greater rcafon to bdeeue now, then cuci , I 

. and valour , tbia n.gbr fa W ; if thoucM 
me vr nSc P foltowing cnioyeft not Defdemona, take me from this 
Sj with treachery ,anddeuifc engines formy Ure. 
w »,.j vVelkis it within reafon and compafle ? 

j ' sir, the re is efpeciall commidion come from Pen tee, 

To depute Cafsio in Othello's Place. 

1 Rod. Is that true ? why then Othello and Defdemona 

°0 no!he go ^toManritAni^zndtskes away with him 
The faire Defdemona ^ nleffe his abode be linger'd 
Hereby fome accident, wherein none can be fo determinate. 

As the remouing of Cafsto. 

Rod How doe you meane remouing of him ? 

1 a f Why , by making him vncapable of Othello's place. 

Knocking out his braines. 

R ut /at^Ufy ou dare doe your felfe a profit and right 3 he fups to 
niehf with a harlotry, and thither will Igoe to him he knows not 

vet of his honourable fortune : if you will watch his going thence, 
which I will faflnon to fall out between twdue and one.you may take 
him at your pleafure : I will be neereto fccond your at tempt, andhe 
ih ill fall bet weene vs ; come, ftand not amaz’d at it, but goe along 
with me, l will fhew youfueh a neccfsity in lus death, that you fliall 
ihinke your felfe bound to put it on him. ft is now high lupper time, 
and the night growes to waft : about it. 

Rod. 1 will heare further reafon for this. 

- Ug. And you fhallbefatisfred. Extant, 

Enter O thell6,De fdemona, Lodouico,Emill ia 3 

And Attendants* 



Lod, I doebefeechyou fir, trouble your felfe no further. 
Oth. O pardon mc,it fliall doe me good to walke. 

Lod. Madam^goodniglic, l humbly thanke your Ladiftup, 
L>ef. Y oar Honour is mod welcome. 

Oth. W ill y ou walke fir : — O Defdtmon** 

K 3> " " 
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Def. My Lord. 

Oih. Get you to bed ©the tfiftant* I will be return'd, forthwith 
difpatch your Attendantthcrcj^looke it be done* Extant, 

Def. I will my Lord. a. - f| - t :: 

Em. How goes it now ? he lookes gentler then he did. 

Def. He fates he will returne incontinent : 

He hath commanded me to gee to bed, 

And bade me to difmifle you. 

Em. Difmiireme? 

Def. It was his bidding, therefore good E mi Ilia, 

Giuc me my nightly wearing.and adieu, 

VVe mutt not now difpleafe him. 

Em. Would you had neuerfeene him. 

Def. So would not I, my loue doth fo approuehim, 

That eutn his ftubborneneffe,his checks and frownes, 

(Prethee vnpin me) haue grace and fiuour in them. 

Em, I hauc laicd thofe (bee ts you bad me on the bed. 

Dt. All’* one,goodfather ; howfooUlb are our mindsj 
If I doe die before thee, prethee fhrowd me 
In one of thofe fame {beets. 

Em. Come, co ne,you talke. 

Def. My mother had a maid cal’d Barbary, 

She was IS loue, and he (he lou\l prou’d mad, 

Anddid foriake her, (be had a long of willow. 

An old thing t*was,but it ex pee ft her fortune, 

And (heidied finging it , that Gang to night 
Will nor goe from my mind: '' 

I haue much to doe ; • • 

But togoe hang my head all atone fide, and ftng it like poor© Ear* 
bary ; prethee dlfpatch. 

Em. Shalt I gbe fetch your nighr-gowne? vri: C -m*3. 

Def. N‘>,vupinmeheeie*^« •*' . i 
This Ledouico is a proper mar). 

Em, Av.-ry hand fone man. ~i: <\rd- * 

Def. He (peakes well. - «J» ; t nr ;ni qp . - 

Em. I know a Lady in Pern*, would haue walk’d barefoortdw 
?(t/yyfwtf,focatouchofhi«ne«heriip. * * <•> •> 

* .-v, I O— ; Uii.Vt t . ’I'iV- 

Dei* 
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-jflxv Defdemonay»«//. 

The poore foule fate ftfhi»g byaficamour tree, 
firtgaUagfeinWtJUw, 

fjet hand on her bofome, her head on her kgee, 
ft„o widow. wtfoW.Wt/loWi 

The fief) preamts ran by her, and murmur'd her moants 
fingWdloW, WilloW, Widow, 

Her fait teares fell from her, which fo fined t he fonts, 
fing Willow, &c. (Lay by thefe.) 

WilloW, Willow. 

(Prethee hiethee, h/lecomc anon./ 

c.nff all a or ten willow muff be my oarland. 




Let nobody blame him, his fcorne I approve : 

(Nay, that’s not next : harke,who’s that knocks?) 

V Em. T’is the wind®. 

Def. I call’d my lout. falfe, but what fay d he then? 
png WilloW, Willow willow, 

If I court mo women, joule couch with mo men. 

So, get thee gon.goodnight.mineeyes doe itch. 

Does that boade weeping ? 

Em. Tis neither here nor there. 

Def. I haue heard it faide fo : O thefe men, thefe men t 
Doftrhou in confidence th>nke (tell me Emillia,) 

That there be women doe abufc tbeic husbands 
Infuchgrofle kindes / * 

Em. There br fome fuch, no qaeftion. 

Def. Wouldit thou doe fuch a thing, ior all the world? 

E m. Why , would not you? 

Def. No, by this heauenlv light. 

£ m. Nor I neither, by this heauenly light, 

I mi^htas well doe it in the darke. 

Def Would;! thou doe fee i a deed, for all the world ? 

Em. The world is a huge thing, it is a g< eat price. 

For a ("mall vice. 

Def In tro h I thinke thou wouldft not. 

&». In tioti i thinks IJhpuJd, and rndo’t when I had done fa 

raary- 
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mary I would not doe fuch a thing for a ioynt-ring, or for meafurc* 
of Lawnemortor Gownes, PetticoteSjOr Caps, nor any petty exhi« 
bition ; but for the whole world : why who would not make her hus. 
band a Cuckold to make him a Monarch ? I OiouH venture purgata- 
ry for it. 

Def. B fhrew me, if I would doe fiich wrong 
For the whole world. , . 

Em, Why, the wrong is but a wrong i’th world; and hauingthe 
world for your labour, tis a wrong in your owne world, and you 
might quickly make it right. 

Def, I doe not thinkc there is any fuch woman. 

Em. Yes, a dozen, and as many to the vantage,as would uorc the 
world they played for. 

But I doe thinke it is their husbands faults, 

If wiuesdoe fall : (fay that they flack their duties. 

And poure our treafures into forreigne laps, 

Or elfe breake out in peeuilh iealoufies. 

Throwing reftraint vpon vs.; or fay they ftrike vs, 

Or fcant our former hauing in defpight,) 

Why we haue galles, and though we haue fonae grace, 

Y ct haue we fome reuenge : Let husbands know 
Their wiues haue fence like them j they fee,andfmeil, 

And haue their pallats both for fweet and (owrc. 

As husbands haue : what is it that they doe. 

When they change vs tbr others ? is it fport ? 

I thinke it is ; and doth affedion breed it ? 

I thinke it doth j is’t frailty that thussrrts? 

It isfo too ( and haue not we affe&ions ? 

Delires for fport ? and frailtie as men haue ? 

Then let em vfe vs well, elfe let em know, 

The ills we doe.their ills inftrud vs fo. 

Def, Good night, good night, heanen me fuch vfes fend, 

Not copickbad from bad,butby bad mend. Exeunt. 

A Elm 5. Sccena 1. 

Enter Iagoaw^Roderigo. 

T THre (land behind this bulke,ftrait will he come, 

XjL vVeare thy good Rapier bare,and put it home, 

Quicke 
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Quicke, quicke, feare nothing, lie be at thy elbow $ 

It makes vs,or it marres vs,thinkeof that. 

And fixe more firme thy refolution. 

Rod. Be necre at hand, I may mifearry in’e. 
fag. Here at thy hand, be bold,and take tby Hand* 
Rod. I haue no great deuotion rotbe deed ; 

And yet he has giuen me fatisfying reafons ; 

Tis but a man gon : forth my fword, he dies. 

lag. I haue rubd this young Quae almoft to the fenfe. 
And he growes angry, now, whether he kill Cafsio, 

Or C*f s *° hi m > or ca£ fi doe kill the other, 

Fuerv wav makes my game j liu eRodcrivo, 

He calls me to a reftitucion large, 

For Gold and Iewells that I bobd from him, 

As gifts to Defdemona : 

It muft not be, if Cafsio doe remaine. 

He has a daily beauty in his life. 

That makes me vgly : and befidc$,the Moore 

May vnfould me ro him ; there (land I in much perrill : 

bo, he muft dje,bc’tfo,I heare himeomming. 

Enter Cafsio. 

Rod. I know his gate, tis he; rillaine thou died# 

Caf. That thruft had bin my enemy indeed. 

But that my coate is better then thou know’ft ; 

I will make proofi: of thine. 

Rod. O.Iamflaine. 

Caf. I am maimd for euer,light ho, murder. 

Enter Othello. 

Oth. The voice of Cafsio, Iago keepes his word* 

Rod. Ovillaine that lam. 

Oth. Harke,tis euen fo. 

Caf. O helpe ho,!ight,a Surgeon. 

Oth. Tis he,0 braue A^o.honcft and iuft. 

That had fuch noble fenfe of thy friends wrong. 

Thou teacheft me ; — minion, your deare lies dead. 

And your vnbleft fare hies; (trumpet I come ; 

J? ^ heart, thofe charmes thine eyes are blotted, 

y bed luft.ftaind,(hall with lufts blood be fpotted, 

L 
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Enter Lodouico and Gratiano. 

Gdf. What bo,no watch, no paflage, murder, murder. 
Gra. T is Tonne mifchancc,the cry is very direfulU 
Caf. O helps* Lod. Harric. 

Rod. O wretched villaine. # 

Lod. Two or three grones,it is a heauy night; 

Thefe may becountcrfeits,let’s think’c vn(afe 
To come into the cry without more helpe. 

Rod. Nobodv come.then (hall I bleed to death. 
Enter lag© with a light. 



Lod . Harke. 

Gra. Here’s one comes in his fhirt.with lights and weapons, 
lag. Who’s there ? whofe noife is this that cries on murder ^ 
Lod . 1 doe not know, 

Ug. Did not you ncare a cry ? j 

Caf. Hcrtjhere,tor heaueuslake helpe me. 
fag. W hats the matter? 

Gra. This is Othello s Aotient.as l take it. 

Lod. The lame indeed, a very valiant fellow. 

Jag. What are you here that cry fo gr ieuoufiy ? 

Caf. Ingo.O I am fpoil’djvndone by villaines, 

Giuc me fome helpe. 

lag. O rae,Leiucenan:,whac villaines haue don tins?- 
Caf. I thinke the one of them is here about, 

And cannot make away. 

lag. O treacherous villaines : 

What arc you there ? come in and giue iome helpe. 

Rod . O helpe me here. 

Caf That’s one of em. 

lag. O mu derous (hue O villaine. Thrujls him tn. 

Rod. Odambd lago,0 inhumaine dog,^- o,o,o. 
lag. Kill men i’the dark? ? where be thofe bloody theeues ? 
How filent is this Towne ? Ho, murder, murder : 

What may you be ? arc you of good or euill ? 

Lod. As you (ball proone v^praife vs. 

Jag. Seignior Lodouico. ' 

Lod. He fir. . 

lag. 1 cry you mercy s here’s Cafsio hurt by villaines. ( 
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how is it brother ? 

Caf. My leg is cut in two. •• 

3 v{a r v heauen forbid: 

? khi Gcntlemen,Ue bind it with my fhirt. 

Enter Bianca. 

%a. W hat is the matter ho, who i’ft that cried ? 

he. Who i’ft that cried? ' 

‘Bin. O my deare Cafsio, O my fweet Cafsto, Cafsio, Cafsto. 
lag. O notable ftrumpet : Cafsio, may you fufpc# 

Who they fhould be that thus haue mangled you ? 

Cdf No. 

Gra. I am forry to find you thus, I haue bin tofeeke you. 
lag. Lend tne a garter, fo ; —oh for a chaire to beare him eafily 

^Bia. Mas he faints ; O Cafsio, Cafsio, Cafsio. 

lag. Gentlemen all, I doe fufpeft thisTrafh 
To beare a part in this miurie t patience a while good Cafsto $ 

Come, come, lend me a light : 

Know wee this face,or no ? 

Alas my friend,and my deare countrey man : 

Roderigo ? no, yes fare j yes,tis Rederigo. 

Gra. What, of Venice? 

Ug. Euen he fir,did you know him ? 

Gra. Know him? I. 

la. Seignior Gratiano t \cxy you gentle pardon: 

Thefe bloody accidents muft excufemy manners: 

That fo neglt&ed you. 

Gra. I am glad to fee you. 

lag. How doe you Cafsio ? 0>a chaire, a chaire. 

Gra. Roderigo ? 

lag. He,tis he : O that’s well faid, a chaire.; 

Some good man beare him carefully from hence, 
lie fetch the Generalls Surgeon : foryoumiftrifle, 

Saue you your labour,he thatlies fiaine here ^Cafsio,") 

Was ray deare friend ; what malice Was betwixt you ? 

Caf. N one in the world, nor doe 1 know the man. 

Ug, w hat,looke you pale ? O beare him out o’che airc* 

La " Stay, 
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Stay yoa good Gentlewoman, fo:>ke you pale miftriffc ? 
Doe you perceiue the ieaftures of her eye ? 

Nay,an you ftirre,we (hall haue more anon : 

BehoW her well I pray you,lopke vpon her. 

Doe you fee Gentlemen ? nay guiltinefle «' 

Will fpeake,though tongues were out of vfe. Enter Emi. 

Em. 'Las what’sthe marrter ? w hat's the matter husband? 
lag. Cafsio has here bin fet on in the darke. 

By Roderigo.and fellowes that are fcap’r, 

Hee’s almoft fhine,and Roderigo dead. 

Em. Alas good gentleman, alas good Cafsio. 

Jag. This is the fruite of whoring ; prithee Emillia 3 
Goe know of Cafsio where he fupt to night : 

What, doe you (hake at that ? 

'Em. He fupt at my houfe,but I therefore (hake nor,. 
lag. O did he fo,I charge you goe with ate. 

Em. Fie vpon thee ftrumper , 

Hi*. Iamnoftrumpet,bucof lifeashoneft, 

As you, that thus abufe me, 

Em. As 1 5 now fie vpon thee. 
lag. Kind Gentlemen,let's goe fee poore Cafsio dreft | 
Come tniftrdTe,you muft tell s another tale. 

_Ea» 7 /M,tunne you to the Cittaddl, 

And tell my Lord and Lady what has hapt s 
Will you goe on ? I pray : This is the night. 

That either makes me, or foredoes me quite. 

■ Exeunt. 

Enter O thello wit h a lighted Defdemona in her bed.. 
Oth. It is the caufe,it is the caufe,my foufe, 

Let me not name it to you 'you chafte ftarres : ; ? 

It is the caufe,yec lie notified her blood, 

Norfcarre that whiter skin of hersthen tnow. 

And fmooth as monumental! alablafter 5 
Y et (lie muft dye,elfe ihee’ll betray more men. 

Put out the light, ahd theoput out the light ; 

If I quench thee, thou flaming minifter, 

I can againe thy former light reftorc. 

Should I recent me j butonce put out: thine. 
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Thou cunningfi patterne of excelling nature, 

I know not where is that promethian heate. 

That can thy light relumine .• when I haue pluckt the rofe, 

I cannot giue it vital! growthagaine. 

It muft needs wither ; lie froell it on the tree ; kfjfts htr. 

A balmy breath, that doth almoft perfwade 
Iuftice her felfe to breake her fword : one more ; 

Be thus when thou art dead, and I will kill thee. 

And loue thee after : one more, and this the laft ; 

So fweet was ne’re fo fatall : I muft weepe. 

But they are cruell teares : this forrow’s heauenly, 

It ftrikes where it does loue : fhe wakes. 

*Def. Who’s there? Othello ? 

Oth. I, Defdemona. 

Def Will you come to bed my Lord? 

Oth. Haue you prayed to night ,DeJdemotia? 

Def. 1 my Lord. 

Oth. Ifyoa bechinke your felfe of any crime, 

Vnreconcird as y et to heauen and grace, 

Solicitc for it ftraite. 

Def, Alas my Lord, what doe you meane by that ? 

Oth./. Well, doe it, and be briefc,I will walkeby, 

I would not kill thy vnprepared fpirit, 

No.heauen fore-fend,I would not kill thy foule. 

Def Tallce you of killing ? 

Oth. I, I doe. 

Def. Then heauen haue mercy on me. 

Oth. Amen,with all my hcarr. 

Def. \( you fay fo, I hope you will not kill me, 

Oth. Hum. 

Def And yet I feare you, for y’are fatall then, 
when your eyes roule fos why I Ifiould feare,I know not, 

Since guiltinefle I know not,but yet I fecle I feare. 

Oth. Thinke on thy finnes. 

Def They are loues Ibeare to you. 

Oth. And for that thou dieft. 

Def. That deache’s vnnaturall,that kills for louing ; 

*Ias,why knaw you fo your neathcr lip : 

L 3 v Some 
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Some bloody paffion (hakes your very frame* 

Thefe are portents : but yet I hope 
They doe not point on me. 

Oth . Peace,and be dill. 

Def. I will fo, what’s the matter ? 

Oth. Thathandkerehiefe which I fo lou’d.andgaue thee. 
Thou gaued to Cafto. 

Def. No,by my life and foule, 

Send for the man and aske him. 

Oth. Sweet foule take heed,take heed of penury, 

Thou art on thy death-bed. 

Def. I, but not yet to die. 

Oth. Yes,prefently i 
Therefore confeflethee freely of thy finne. 

For to deny each article with oath 

Cannot remoue,norchoabe the ftrong conception 

That I doe groane withall : thou art to die< 

Def. Then Lord haue mercy on me. 

Oth. I fay amen. 

Def. And haue you mercy too s 
I neuer did offend you in my life,— neuer lou d Cafsto, 

But with fuch generall warranty ofheauen. 

As l might loue ; T neuer gaue him token* # 

Oth. By heauen I faw my handkerchiefe in his hand . 

0 periur’d '*’omao,thou dod done my heart* 

And makd me call, what I intend to doe, 

A murder, which I thought a facrifice i 

1 faw the handkerchiefe. 

Def. He found it then, 

I neuer gaue it him,fend for himfaitner. 

Let him confefTe a truth. 

Oth. He has confelt* 

Def. What, my Lord? 

Oth. That he hath — vfde thee, 

Def. Hovvjvnlawfully ? 

Otb. I. 

Def. He will not fay fo. 

Oth. No, his mouth is dop’d. 
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^My^tarrinrcTprc^ — what is he dead ? 

Oth. hadallhishairesbinliues, 

Mv great reuenge had fiomacke forem all. 
dV Al3sheisbetiaid,andIvndone, 

Oth. O drumpet, — weeped thou for him to my face ? 

Def O bannifh me rny Lord,butkillme not. 

Oth Do wne drumpet. 

Def. Kill me to morrow, let me hue to night. 

Oth. Nay.anyouftriue. 

Def But halfean houre. 

Oth. Being don, there is no paufe. 

Der. But while I fay one prayer. hepjiesher ♦ 

Oth. Tisto late. Emillia cries Pthin. 

8m My Lord,my Lord,what hoe, my Lord,my Lord. 

Oth. What voyce is this? not dead? not yet quite dead* 

Ithatamcruelwamyetmercifull, , 

I would not haue thee linger in thy painej—lo,lo, .. , 

Em. What ho,my Lord,my Lord. 

Oth. Who’s there? 

Em. O good my Lord,I*de fpeake a word with you. 

Oth. Yes.tis Emillia, by and by : (hee*s dead: .> 

Tis like (he comes to fpeake of C Afsios death j 
The noy fe was hcere j ha^ho more mouing, 

Still as the graue : (hall (lie come in ? wet’c good ? 

I thinke (he llirres againe $ no, what’s the bed ? 

If (he come in,(he’!e lure fpeake to my wife. 

My wife, my wife,what wife ? I ha no Wife a 
O infupporrable ; O heauy houre. 

Me thinks it fhould be now a huge Ecclips 
Of Sun and Moone,and that the affrighted Globe, 

Should yawnear alteration. 

Em. 1 do befeech you I may fpeake withyou, O good my Lord, 
Ofib. 1 had forgotten thee; come in Emille * : t . 

Soft,by and by * let me the curtaines dr3 w. Enter Emillia. 

Where art thou ? whats the matter with thee now? 

Em. O my good Lord,y ondet’s foule murders done. 

Oth. What? now? , . ■ - _ 

v 
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Sm. But now my Lord. 

Oth, It is the very error of the Moone, 

She comes more neerc the earth then (he was wont. 

And makes men mad. ;v • 

Em . Cafsio my Lord has kil'd a young Venetian, 
Cal’d Roderigo. 

Oth, Roderigo kild,and Cafsio kild? 

Em. No, Cafsio is not kild. 

Oth. Not Cafsio kild ? theu murder'j out of tune, 
And fweet reuenge growes har fh. 

Def. O falfly.faldy murdered. 

Em. Ahlas, what cry is that? 

Oth, That, what? 

Em. Out and alas.it was my Ladies voyce, 
HeIpe,hclpe,hohclpe,0 Lady fpeake againe. 

Sweet Defdtmona.O fweet miftreffe fpeake. 

Def. A guiltleffe death I die. 

Em, O who has done this deed ? 

Def. Nobody, I my felfe,farcwell : 

Commend me to my kinde Lord,0 farewell. Jhe dtes. 

Oth. Why how (houldlhe be murdered ? 

Em. Alas, who knowes ? 

Oth. You heard her fay , her felfe,it was not I. 

Em She fayd fo,I muft needs report a truth. 

Otb. She’s like a Iyer gone to burning hell, 

T’was I that kild her. 

Em. 0,the more Angell (he. 

And you the blacker dcuill. 

Oth, She turn’d to folly, and (he was a whore. 

Em Thou doeft bely her and thou art a deuilb 

Oth. She was falfe as water. 

Sm. Thou art rafh as fire. 

To (ay that (he was falfe : O (he was heaucnly true. 

Otb, Cafsio did top her , aske thy husband elfc, 

O I weredamn’d beneath all depth in hell. 

But that I did proceed vpon iuft grounds 
To this extremity, thy husband knew it all. 

Em. My husband : 
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?« * That 1 ftewa* falfe to wedlocke ? 

Qfh I with Cafsio : nay, had (he bin true, 

Tf heauen would make me fuch another world, 

Ofone intire and perfed Crifolite, 

I’de not haue fold her for it. 

Em. My husband ? 

Oth. I, twas he that told me firit ; 

An honeft man he island hates the (lime. 

That ftickes on filthy deedes. 

Em. My husband? 

0 th. What needs this iteration? woman, I fay thy husband. 

Em. Oh Miftres,villany hath made naockes with louc s 

My husband fay that (he was falfe? 

Oth. He woman,I fay thy husband ; dolt vnderftand the word/ 
My friend, thy husband, honcft.honeft lago. 

Em. If he fay fo,may his pernitious foulc 
Rot halfc a graine a day ; he lies to’th heart, 

She was too fond of her naoft filthy bargaine. 

Oth. Ha? 

Sm. Doc thy word ; 

This deed of thine is no more worthy heauen. 

Then thou waft worthy her. 

Oth. Peace, you were beft. 

Em. Thou haft not halfe the power to doe me harmc. 

As 1 haue to be hurt : O gull,0 dolt. 

As ignorant as durt ; thou haft done a deed— 

I care not for thy fword,Ile make thee know, 

Tho I loft twenty liues : helpe,hdpe,0 hclpe ; 

The Moore has kild my Miftrcfte, murder, murder. 

Enter Montano, Gragantio,Iago,<W others . 

Mon. What is the matter ? how now Generali ? 

0,are you come lago ? you haue done well. 

That men muft lay their murder on your neck. 

if thou bee’ft a man ; 
wife was falfe j 

M 



vynat is the matter? 
Em. Difprooue this villaine. 
He fayes thou toldft him that his 
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Hnowthoudiftnot.thouartpotfuchavillairte'i * A 

; pe:;ke,for my heart is full. • • 

‘ Lig. t col hiii what ft thdngfit,an^ rend no more. 

Then what he found himfelfe was dpt arid true. 

Em, But did you euer tell him(he Was falfe? 
lag. I did. 

En. You told a lie, an odious damned lie ; 

Ypon my foule a lie, a wicked lie : 

She falfe with Cafsio ; did yotffitjr wi 

t . _ xiu'z.i. .«irtr^<Tp . rm vr»iir f 
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My muu r-uw i.v« v — 

All. Ohheauensfbrefend. 5B, "^^^^^?^^^T^T-; 
Em. Apd y our reports hauc fee the murderer oth 
Oth. Nayifta'renoc mafters A it istrue indeed. 

Gra.. Tis a drange truth. 

Aft#. O monftrousaft 1 . 

Em. V il lany , v ill a n y ,v ilia r>y * 

I thinke vpon’t, I thinke;¥fa£!f a villany ; 

I thought fo the n ; Lie kill my felfc for gnefe, 

0 villany.villany. 

lag. What are you n»ad?ikhatrgeyod get you homo. 

Em. Good Gentlemen let me haueleaue to fpeaker 
T is proper I obey him, but not now : 

Perhaps rieYfe'goelibfhe. _ : / •;*> 

Oth, Oh, oh, oh. t Oth. falls onthe bed. 

Sm. Nav,lay thee dowrie,arid : fbate^o our: ^ ■ ' ! 

For thou haft kildthef^Wft‘iftbbee«t« j > ! <7 
That ere did lift vp ey<L - qlyii / u • 70 .. 

Oth. O (be wa»lobkf ! ' Jjf‘ 

1 fcarcedid know you Vncie.therc lies your Niece, 

Whofe breath irrdeed^frele-haridshatie ridwly ftbpfj 
1 know this aft fliSwe? terrible andgrirru ' 

Q;% P oor t C £)t fddfftdfM , I 2!D^2^thy fath.Ct sdCtWlj 
Thy match was oaortall to Him,and pure griefs 
Shore his old thread in twaine : did he liue now, 

This light wouldrhake him doe adefperate turtle, 

Yca/urfc his better Arigell from his fide, ‘ ; * J - 
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And fall to reprobation* 

Oth. Tispittifull,bu^y^;/^ffOO>we^, ^ ,j| . - 

That ihe with foj&m p£ ihame ,,b* uM 

A theufand times committed; Cajsto cpi$c&ip,*; v:ourn£ i .di 
And (he didgratifie hisamoMugwptfeij Vj : q H i w y,- . q yrsoJ j 
With that recogmfance and pleogei^ hiu^, . ouod hTiorQ vd w 2 - 
Which I firft gaue her ; I faw it inhislund j Jh , 0 \> .j : , X 

It was a handkerchiefe,an antique token y.$ vh ' , ,, lw ;,y 

My Father gaue my Mother. .... . . 3f . l3 1 •»; 

Em. O heauen.O btaueply,p.p^t$^ ; sWeilam m sib La A 

Jag. Come, hold ,^ UJ tSroL HI ; fktb ?. v srfl .3100 1 ’ 

£w.Twillwt,tj«Lou^®^y^ft^ 
Ilebeiolpeaking,l#ralla S the nQrjg.^ - b , ^ nifi , j 
Let heauen,and men^pd i^ri?ons ^utri I iiO 

Alkali cry Hiame hir/wia ei jf 

jag. Be wik,atid get ybu ho fle* 

Em. Iwil.no . --r o’Twti.ii .1 ,'C 

GrH ' f? e fl OU jL V ? < ? n ,® v.n'S.ripqr.s?; oailut oodT 

tm. O thou dull M^ore, that hand^erchiefe thou fpcakA op, 

I found by fortuiie,aod diif giiie , .j., j * 1 j ' b ‘>.. " 0 

For often with a folemne eameilntfle, ^ y 3 : j ai -i w ,• " 
(More then iindeed belong'd to fuch^a tri,% j. ; Ax ^ 

He beg'Jof me to ileale it. h,, r ,„ v ■ , 

Jag, Villainous whore. . 

Sm . , Shegaueic no,alasI ; 
A^Ididg'uemyhu^band. , , ;:0 . :r , . , rn , . 

*g. Flic , 4^ on: y. > 5 • d .jjofljuc •• aitoii viitswi n r! I 

c m. By heaueu I doe, not.! do? not Gentlemep wr r 

0 murderous Coxcombs/ what tbouftl fucliji tools j 
Doe with fo good a woman? ; .. . , 1 , 

The Meort runs at Isgp.,Iago kilk tis wife. 

Or», Are there no (tones in 'bquiety . ! 

«}t w.iat femes for the thunder ? perr.iuous villaine. 

. Gra, The woman falls, furphe hashild his wife. 

1 , 1,0 lay me hy^roy miJMeM. £w<>Iago. 

^a. hkc^ gon^bucllis wifi*. l£iM. / n V e:/ 

•ujjjf; J IS a n ptprious viUamCjtalteyour weapon, 

chi haue here recouereu from the fviootes , 7, 

L:: 4 * G > Mi - •' 
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Come, guard the doore without, let him notpafle. 

But kill him rather ; He after that fame villaine. 

For tis a damned (laue. Mont, and Gratiano. 

Otb. I am not valiant neither. 

But euery puny whipfter gets my fword: 

But why (hould honour out-huc honelty ? 

^ Smf What did thy fong bode Lady ? 

Harke,canft thou heare me ? I will play the Swan, 

And die in muficke ; Vetllow&tBoxv.mRovp . 

Moore, (he was chaft.ftie lou’d thee cruell Moore, 

So come my foule to bliffe,as I fpeake true ; 

So fpeaking as l thinke,I die, I die. Jhedtet. 

Otb 1 haue another weapon in this chamber. 

It is afword of Spatnc, the Ifebrookes tcmper s 
O here it is ; Vncle.I muft come forth. • ©». Vtthm. 

Gra. If thou attempt it, it will colt thee deere. 

Thou haft no weapon, and perforce muft fuffer. 

Otb. Looke in vpon me then, and fpeake to me. 

Or naked as I am, I will aflault thee. 

Gra. What is the matter? 

Otb. Behold,! haue a weapon, 

A better neucr did it felfefullaine 

Vpon a Soldiers thigh : 1 haue feene the day , 

That with this little arme, and this good fword, 

I haue made my way through more impediments 
Then twenty times your, ftopi : but O vaine bOaft, 

Who can controulc his fate ? tis not fonow.^ 

Be not affraidjthough yciu doe fee me weapon d i. 

Here is my ioutnies end, here is my butte. 

The very Sea-marke of my vtmoft faile. 

Doe you goe backe difmaid ? tis a loft feare, j 

Man but a ru(h againft OtheHe's breaft. 

And he retires. Where (hou'd Otbe&o goe ? 

How doft thou looke now ? O ill ftat’d wench. 

Pale as thy fmocke ; when we (hall meet at cornet. 

This looke of thine will hurlc my foule from hcauc% 
And ficuds will fnatch at it : cold ,gold,my girie, 
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Euen like thy chaftity : O curfed daoc t 
Whipmeyoudeuills, 

From the pofleflion of this heauenly fight, 

Blow me about in winds, roaft me in fulphure, 
Waft me in ftcepe downe gulphes of liquid fire: 
o Defdcmtna^efdeMena; dead, 0,0, o. 



Enter Lodouico,Montano^«d efficert , 

Caflio in a chair e 

Ltd. Where is this rafh and moil inforrunate man ? 

Otb. That’s he that was OtbeBc, here l am. 

Led. Where is that V iper ? bring the villaine forth, 
Otb. I looke downe towards his feet, but that’s a fable,. 
If that thou beeft a deuill I cannot kill thee. 

Ltd. Wrench his fword from him. 

Jag. I bleed fir,but not kil’d. 

Otb. I am not forry neither,I’de haue thee liue. 

For in my fenfe tis happineffe to dye. 

Lod. O thou Othello, tbit wert once fo good* 

Falne in the pra&ife of a damned flaue. 

What (hould be faid to thee ? 

Otb. Why, any thing. 

An honourable murderer if you will ; 

For nought did I in hate>but all in honour. 

Led. This wretch hath part confed his villainy 8 
Did you and he content in Caftio's death ? 

Otb. I. 

Ga. Deare Generali, I did neuer gice yoo caufe. 

Otb. I doe beleeue it,and I aske you pardon j 
^^^Willyou I pray jdemaund that demy deuill. 

Why he hath thus infnar’d my foule and body ? 

lag . Demand me nothing, wbat y ou know you know ; 
From this time forth I neuer will (pcake word. 

Led . Whac,nottopray? 

Gra. Torments will ope your lips. 

Otb. Wcll.thoudocftbeft. 

Led. Sir,you (hall vndcrftand what hathbcfalne^ 
yihich 4 as I think you know not : here is a tetter,, 
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Found in the pocket of the flaine Roderigo ; 

And here another $ the one of them imports . 

The death of Cafsto^ to be vndertooke by Roderigo, ; 

Oth. O villaine. 

CaJ. Moft heathenifli,anJ moft grpffe. * n. ; : j ; * y/ 

Led. Nowhere* another difcontenced.papcr> V; [ p 

Found in his pocket too,andthis it feemes, 

Roderigo meant to hiue fcht this damned villaine, 

But that belike, Iago in the interim 

Came in, and fatisfied him. v \. ^ t ‘ ,o \ 

Oth, O the pernitious catieSe / ^ > 

How came you Cafioby a handkerchiefe , 

That was my wifes ? . 

Caf. i found it in my chamber ; 

And he himfelfc confeft it but eucn now. 

That there he dropt it, for a fpeciall purpofe, 

W hich wrought to his defire. 

Oth. O foole,foole,foole. . V":: - ' 

Caf. There is befidesin Roderigoestettet, 

How he obraidcs lago t thzt he made him 

Braue me vpen the watch whereon it came. 

That I was caft ; and euen but now he tpake. 

After long Teeming dead, Iago hurt him, 

JagoCtt him on. •-■■■■■.[ 

Lod Y ou muft forfake this roome,and goe with vs, 

Y our power and your command is t3ken off, 

And Cafsh rules in Cyprus : For this Haue, 

1 f the re be any caonirtg cruelty, , ’ C .'j 

That can torment him njuch,aod hold htmlong, vmO - 

It flull be his ; You flial! dole ptifoper rtfti • > . •».< j ih rf- 

Till that the nature ofyouc fault be knpwne • .7 

To the yentiian State tcomf sbrihgbim away. 

Oth. Soft you, a word or two beforey ou goe ; 

1 haue dene the State fome fcru;ce,and tney know t i 
No more of tlat : I pray you in your letters, * a 

Whtn you (ball theft vnlucky deeds relate, > o 

Speake of me asl .am ; nothing extenuate, , . 

Norfwt downc ought in malice : then y ou malt ipeaKc, ^ 
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ofone that lou’d not wifely,but too well r 
Of one not eafily icalous.buc being wrought,, 

Perplext in the extreame : of one whole hand. 

Like the bife threw a pearle away. 

Richer then all his Tribe : of one whofe lubdued eyes. 
Albeit vnufed to the melting moode. 

Drop teares,as fail as the Arabian trees 
Their medicinall gum : Set you downe this ; 

And fay befides,thac in Aleppo once. 

Where a Malignant and a Turband inrke, 

Beate a Vtncttan f and traduc d the State j 
I tookc bi’th throate the circumcifed dog. 

And fmote him thus. . Hejiabs hitnftlfe . 

Led. O bloody period. 

Gra. All that’s fpoke is mard. 

Oth. I kill thee ere lkild thee, no way but this. 
Killing my fefe,to dye vpona kiffe. ***** 

Caf This did I feare,but thought he had no weapon, 

For he was great of heart. 

Lod. O Spartane dog. 

More fell then angui{h,hunger,or the Sea. 

Looke on the tragmke lodging of this bed, 

This is thy worke ; the obieft poifons fight. 

Let it be hid : GV<arw»*,keepe the houfe. 

And ceaze vpon the fortunes of the Moore, 

For they fucceed to y ou : T o y ou Lord Gouernour, 
Remiines the cenfureof this hellifh villaine. 

The time,the place,the torture ; O enforce it. 

My felfc will Unit aboard, and to the State, 

This heauy aft with heauy heart relate. 

Exeunt emeu 
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